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Bings was frantic. Pelted all over, he vainly strove to dodge the missiles. Biff! came a wash basin down on 
Plunk! went a‘slop pail upon his cocoanut. Bang! came a towel rack on his neck. 


his nose. 
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THESE BOOKS 
FROM THIS OF FICE-ON RECEIPT OF PRICE, 
CENTS. POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME 


‘SPORTING. 


> ao. 21. HOW FO HUNT AND FISH —The. most complete . 
It contains... full. in-j) 
‘fishing; 


hunting“and fishing .guidé ever. published. 
structions about < guns, hunting. dogs, traps, trapping. and 
togetherzwith descr riptions of game and fish. 
* No. 26. HOW TO ROW, SATL AND BUILD A BOAT Fully 
-jlhistrated. Every boy should know how to rew and sail a boat. 
Full instructions are given im this little boek. together with. in- 
structions on sWimiming: and riding, companion sports to boating. 
No. 47. HOW TO BREAK, RIDE, AND DRIVE A HORSE— 
A complete treatise on the horse. 


diseases peculiar to-the horse. ; 

No. 48. HOW - ‘FO BUILD AND SAIL CANOES.—A°’ handy 
book for boys, containing full directions for construeting canoes 
and the most popular manner of sailing them. Fully illustrated. 
By C. Stansfield Hicks. 


FORTUNE TELLING. 

No: 1. NAPOLEON’S ORACULUM AND DREAM BOOK.— 
Containing the great oracle of human destiny; also the true mean- 
ing of almost any kind of dreams, together with charms, ceremonies, 
and curious games of cards. <A-complete book. 

No. 23. HOW VO EXPLAIN DREAMS.—byverybody dreams, 
from the little child to.the aged man and woman. This little book 
gives the explanation to all kinds of dreams, together. with lucky 
and unlucky days, and *Napoleon’s Oraculum,” ’ the book of fate. 

No. 28. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES.—Everyone is desirous of 
knowing what his future life will bring forth, w hether happiness or 
misery, wealth or poverty. You can tell by a glance at this little 
book. -Buy one and be convinced. Tell your own fortune. » Fell 

lie forcune of your friends. ~ : 

2 Ke. 76; HOW. TO. TELL ‘FORTUNES BY THE JIAND- 
Gontaining rules for telling fortunes by the aid of the lines of the 
hand. or the secret of palmistry. Also the secret of telling future 
events by aid of moles, marks, scars, etc. Illustrated. By A. 


Anderson. 
: ATHLETIC. 

“No. 6 HOW TO BECOME AN ATHLETE.—Giving full in- 
Sai for the use of dumb bells, Indian clubs, parallel bars, 
‘horizontal bars and various other methods of developing a good, 
Healthy muscle; containing over sixty illustrations. Every boy can 
become strong and healthy by followi ing the instructions ‘contained 
im this little book: 


No. 10. HOW TO BOX.—The 
Containing over thirty. illustrations of guards, blows, and the differ- 


ent positions of a good ‘boxer. Every boy should obtain one of 
‘hese useful and instructive books, as it will teach you how to box 
/ rithc an instructor. 
on HOW TO BECOME 
instructions for all kinds:ef evinnastic 
Embracing thirty-five illustrations. 
A handy and useful book... ~ 
No. 34. HOW PO-FENCE. 
fencing and the use of the broadsword :; 
Described =with. twenty-one practical illustrations, givi 


s Ss fencing. A complete book. 
Coe ee OW TO BECOME A BOWLER. —A complete manual 
of bowling. Containing full instructions for playing all the stand- 
ard American and German games; tog rether with rules and systems 
ef sporting: in use by the “principal ‘powling clubs: in the United | 


States. — By cay share w Batterson. 


TRICKS WITH CARDS: 

No. 51 HOW TO DO. TRICKS WITH CARDS. aerating 
explanations of the general principles of slei ght-of-hand applicable 
bse ard tricks: of card tricks with ordinary cards, and not requiring 
-<|éight-of-hand; -of£. tricks involying sleight-of-hand, or the use of 
especially prepared cards. By Professor, Taffner. 


BONS > HOW TO DO SIXTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.—Em- 


4 byacing all of. the pea ere and most deceptive: card tricks, eh vee 
z nderso 
pine oes. Ow i ae 0 e ORY. AntoKs : 


art of self-defense made easy. 


A GYMNAST.—Containing full 
yeetas and athletic exercises. 
Professor W. Macdonald. 


Containing full instruction for 
also instruction in arehery. 
ing» the best 
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.. MAGIC. oa 

No HOW Eye) DO TRICNS:-Dhe -gteat book of 1 may ic 
card eae containing fullkinstruction of aji-the leading-card 
of the day, also the most popular: magical illusions as performed b 
our leading magicians; every boy should obtain a copy ot Unis bo 
as it will both aniuse and instruct. 

No. 22. HOW TO DO SECOND SIGHT. — Heller’ Ss second) sig 
explained by his former assistant, Fred Ilunt, Jr. Explaining: b 
the seeret dialogues were carried on between the magician and he 
boy on the stage; also’ giving all the codes and signals, The onl 
authentic explanation ot second sight, 

No. 48) HOW: PO BECOME A MAGICLAN. = Gate et : 
grandest assortment of magical illusions ever placed belor pane: 
public. Also: tricks with cards, incantations, ete. 

No. 68.: HOW 'LO DO CHEMICAL TRICKS, “aponrennae 
one hundred highly amusing and instruetive tricks. with ehe 
By A. Anderson. Handsomely illustrated. 

No. 69. HOW TO DO SLEIGHDT OF HAND Containing 
fifty of the latest and best tricks used by magicians... Also’ Conta: 
ing the secret of second sight... Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson 

No: 70: HOW-TO MAKE MAGIG TOYS. Containing ft 
directions for making Magic Toys and devices of many kinds, 

A. Anderson... “Fully illustr: ated. 

No. 782 HOW LTO DO TRICKS WITH NUMBERS. Sho 
many curious tricks with figures and the. magic of numbers. 
Anderson. Fully illustrated. oes 

No.4). HOW. TO. BECOME A CONJURER Connie 
tricks with Dominoes, Dice, Cups and Balis, Hats, ete. Emnbras 
pyrene illustrations. By A. Anderson; 

73 HOW LTO DO THE BLACK ART. J Coatatntiae a 
ae deséription of the mysteries of Magic and Sleight off 
together with many wonderful experiments. AI 


Illustrated. 
‘ MECHANICAL. . os 
No. 292 HOW... TO. BECOME AN. INVENTOR, Every 
should know .how ‘inventions originated. 
all; giving examples in electricity, hydraulics, magnetism, s them 
ee mechanics, ae ete, Phe Bas instructive oe : 
ishec 


instr actions how to pranced in wanes to Beco a lacomett 1 
gineer; also directions for building oe model locomotive : SOLAEED Ya 
with a full description of everything an engineer should know. 

No. 57; HOW "TO MAKE MUSICAL INS’ TROUMENTS tay 
directions how to make a Banjo, Violin, Zither, Aeolian Harp, My! 
phone and other musical instruments ; ‘together with. .a . brief d 
scription of nearly every musical instrument -used in ancient: or. 
modern times. Profusely illustrated. By. Algernon 8. Vitzgeral 
for twenty years bandmaster is the Royal Bengal Marines. 9 

No. 59. HOW TO MAKE A‘MAGIC LAN'PHRN .—Containin 
a ACeE LALO of the lantern, topether with its history and invention 
Also full directions for its use and for painting slides,. Handsomel 
illustrated, by John Allen. 

No: 71; HOW TO-DO MECHANICAL TRICKS.—Containing 
complete instructions for performing over sixty Mechanical: Tricks 
By. A. Anderson. Fully illustrated. Aarne 


| LETTER. WRITING. man, 
No.” 11;/HOW- “20. WRITE: LOVE-LE PERS 4 meet oe 

plete little book, containing full direetions for writing love-letter 

and when to use them; also giving specimen letters for both youn : 


and old. 
+ No. 12, HOW TO WRITE LETTERS LO mab GPF: 


. complete instructions for writing letters to ladies on, all 


also letters of introduction.motes and requests. 

No: 24. HOW-TO WRITE: LETTERS TOL GENT 
Containing full directions for writing to gentlemen on a 
also giving sample letters for instinetion, 

No. 55. HOW TO WRITE LATTERS. wa hy Lacie 
book, telling you how to write to your sweetheart, ‘you 
mother, sister, brother, employer: and, in fact, everybody. 
body you, wish to write to., very young. man and 
oneal in. pie, eed should have this book. | 
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ouchemup Academy; 


Boys Who Would Be Boys. 


- 8 “Ap, BY SAM SMILEY. . 
a Gop, “2? 42). 7 | 
4 ne Fp. So 
Vy ee of La 
CHAPTER Academy, a reformatory school for boys, located some dis- 


tance away from there. 
On a bright, sunny afternoon in September, a train of] | His companion was the hired man of all work at the de- 
_ ars came to a pause at the pretty railroad depot of Glen- {lectable school, and registered to vote as Sylvester O’Hara. 
- wood, on the Sound side of Long Island, and a gentleman| To all appearance O’Hara was a very stupid, yet good- 
_ and his only son alighted. | natured Irishman, with a little pug nose, an awful big ; 
The boy was about seventeen years of age and had rosy 
_ cheeks, mild blue eyes, an a expression, and wore a new 
_ black suit and a derby hat. 
He carried a valise ten bs too big and heavy for his 
strength. 


mouth, little twinkling eyes, and bristly red whiskers under 
his neck, like a turkey. ‘ 

He wor€a dilapidated felt hat much too small for him, a 
red flannel shirt cut low in the neck, a pair of pants whose 
glory had departed, and he daintily carried a clay pipe be- 
tween his first and second fingers with the grace of a dude 
smoking a cigarette. 


His father merely carried a scowl on his face. 
As he did not even wish to carry as much as that he be- 


stowed it upon his son. Mr. Page and his son had hardly reached the platform 


when the professor alighted from his carriage, assumed a 
most benevolent grin, and, hastening up to the pair with out- 
stretched hands, he cried in sweet tones: 


' This gentleman was a New York merchant and his name 
was John Thomas Page. ; 
‘The boy answered to the name of Frank Page. ; 
Beside the depot there stood a ramshackle carriage to 
which was hitched a weather-beaten old gray plug with a 
stumpy tail and a spavin. 


“This is Mr. Thomas Page, I presume ?” 


“Exactly so, sir,” replied the merchant, pausing and eying 
him keenly. | 

Within the vehicle sat two men oats watching the man 
and the hoy. 

The most prominent of the pair was a tall, thin individual 
attired in a clerical suit of sombre black, a cut-throat collar, 
a plug hat, and a grim look which clearly indicated a cold, 


cruel and mean disposition. 


“My name is Bings—Jeremiah Christopher Bings.” 

“Ah! Glad to meet you, sir,” said Mr. Pagé, shaking 
hands with him. 

“T received your letter,” said the school teacher blithely, 
“in which you stated that you have a son who is a little in- 
clined to be refractory that you wish to leave for one quarter 


He had a narrow, clean-shaven face,.a long, sanctimoni-|on trial at my academy.” 


ous nose, a pair of scrubbing-brush eyebrows and not many 
teeth to blow about. 
Jeremiah Bings was his signature. 
{ th He was the chief cook and bottle washer of Touchemup 


\ 
\ 


“Yes, I am the unhappy father of the worst imp of mis- 
chief who ever escaped the gallows,” mournfully said Mr. 
Page. “My wife and I can do nothing with him, and if you 
can you will receive our everlasting blessings.” 
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tones. 


meek look. 


Z viously: 


body if —” 


Andi is this the little chap?” asked Bina, ane upon Ito i a we on my boy or reflect on his fami igs 
Frank kindly. 
_ “This is the scoundrel, sir, and you may form an idea of| He waltzed up to the professor and es off at him so : 
_his disposition when I inform you, sir, that he dropped a/ fiercely that Bings was appalled, held up his hands and re. 

handful of pins down the back of my neck in the car while I | coiled. 

was dozing. As the pins began to scratch I awakened, sir,| “Mercy!” gasped he. “I did not mean anything, my diene 
and tried to get rid of them, but, as the car was full of peo-| sir. Really, it was only a demonstration of the—ah—the 
ple, modesty prevented me from taking off my underclothes | manner in which I subjugate the unruly actions of the—ah 
to get them out. 
and, to wind it up, the young imp blamed it upon the man} comes the bounds of discretion.” 


“But, as 


to graduate your son as gentle and as inoffensive as a lamb. 
Come here, my little man, and let me get better acquainted 


He held out his hand to Frank, and the little fellow smiled 
up at him with a kind, affectionate look, and, dropping the 
heavy valise on Bings’ bunion, he clasped his hand and said: 

“T am glad to meet you, sir.” 

“Holy gosh dang it!” yelled the professor wildly. 

He wrenched his hand away, his hat flew off his head, and 
fairly blue in the face with pain, he hoisted his injured 
bunion, grabbed it with both hands and shot up in the air. 

_ Both Frank and his father recoiled from the professor 
with looks of intense astonishment upon their faces, and the 
boy screamed : | : 

“Run, pop; he’s got bugs.” 

“Dear me! can the man be looney ?” gasped Mr. Page. 

“Fire and brimstone, you have murdered me!” howled! down a cent from his B ennay, school money in order to buy 
Bings furiously. 

“Why, what ails you, sir?” asked the boy in surprised 


“My foot—you dropped your bag on it.” 
“Qh!” muttered Mr. Page as the truth dawned upon his | lies with an eager hope of total reform in his boy. 


_ “The deuce you will!” roared Mr. Page, bridling up with| Ws just what he wanted. ioe 
| e tifh a se pn eileen pipiia if you i | Sorrowful as his pin: abi was sin ene 


your face.” 


Consequently I suffered untold tortures,|_the young gentleman, whose flow of animal spirits over- 


back of me, and I pulled the gentleman’s nose. We had a} «Qh 1” said Mr. Page. “As long as no reflection was cast 
fight, of course, and-the rest of the passengers then told me 
that they saw my son do it, and I had to apologize on = spot 
or have my neck broken.” 

“Really, it was dreadful !” gasped the professor. 
I have my school filled with just such boys, whom I have 
tamed by my methods of subjection, you may rely upon me 


on me——” ty 
“None at all, none whatever,” hastily asserted Bings in 
fervent tones. 


-“Then shake. Of course a father hates to see a strange 
man whang the deuce out of his boy right under his very 
nose. But if the little villain does anything wrong at school 
you, of course, have my free consent to lambaste the dickens 
out of him in regulation style. Now, if you will let me have 
the particulars about your school, Ill leave Frank here with 
you and take this train back to the city, return to business, 
and you can is the young scalawag on to the school in 
your carriage.” 

“Why, certainly, certainly,” smiled the professor, pump- 
handling the merchant’s hand fervently. “You see, my 
’|academy is one of the most successful establishments in the 
country for the education and reform of intractable boys, 
and my methods combine the sternest discipline with all the 
comforts of home and kindness of love.” 

The professor then began to spout about his academy. 


According to the reputation he gave it, a bad boy had © 


only to pass within its portals when he was suddenly trans- 
formed into a religious little prude who wouldn’t knock 


taffy. 


Me. Page became go interested that he sat down on a depot 
bench with Bings, with the bag at his feet, while waiting for 
his train to take him away, and swallowed the professor’s 


Frank stood by as quietly as a kitten and took it all in. 


“J beg your pardon, sir,” politely said the boy with avery) He realized that the boys of Touchemup Academy were 


dandies—probably the worst, most incorrigible terrors in 


The professor cooled off as the pain subsided, and, glaring | existence, who were so full of the devil that it was impos- 
balefully at the boy, he rushed up to him, shook his clenched | sible to knock it out of them. 


fist under his nose, and, gnashing his gums, he hissed, fu-| | That just suited Frank Page, 


He was one of them, heart, body and soul. 


“You little, plate PUPPY, I'll smash every bone in your To get in with a gang of kindred spirits—boys who were 


so chock full of fun that they couldn't. get. toa more 8 ne 


ma a greater service. ‘ 
_ Frank Page was city born and het and he was so mis- 
chievous that hé was bounced from every school he went to. 


tent that he became unbearable to his parents, and hence 
they resolved rather than put him ‘in prison to send him to 
the private reform school. 


To insure him getting there his father had personally 
brought him as far as he had gone, and the old man was so 
well pleased with all that Prof. Bings told him that he re- 
solved to let the boy stay there a year. 


| Upon observing that his doom was sealed, Frank strolled 


around the end of the depot, leaving his father talking terms 


to the professor, and, pausing close to Sylvester O’Hara, he 


remarked pleasantly : 


~ “T am the new scholar.” 


“God help yer, then, 
“Pretty tough school, isn’t it?” queried Frank, curiously. 


? replied the handy man, with a grin. 


“Be heavens, purgatory is a paradise compared wid it.” 


“Ain’t the fellows there good ones ?” 


| og be sorry fer ther government whin they escape from 
? ie school.” 
“Why so! 9? 


“Bekase it will have to go to the expinse of hangin’ thim.” 


“How far is the school from here?” 


fe 144 } 
me Three moiles.” if 


Frank nodded and walked back to where he had left his 


C father sitting, but he got there too late to see them. 
‘a ue 


| ‘They had taken advantage of his absence to skip across 
the tracks into a beer saloon, and the boy just caught a 
» glimpse of ‘their coat tails disappearing behind the green 
. swinging doors. 

O’Hara had not seen them on account of the angle of the 
depot hiding the saloon from his view. 

A bland smile crossed Frank’s 


i : face, he straightened up 
ig with an air of importance, and, striding back to the carriage 


ina brisk and business-like fashion, he said in consequential 
5 tones as he got in: 

“Drive ahead.” 

“Dhroive ahead ?” echoed O’Hara, with a puzzled look. 
“Yep! Nai unconcernedly yaa the boy. 

“Where to: il 


“Back to the school, of course.” | 

“But, begorra, ther professor’s goin’ wid us.” 

Be OD, NO, he isn’t! I left him with pop. This carriage 
i “ain't big enough for the four of us, so they are going to 


a 
nie 


TOUCHEMUP ACADEMY. 


At home he carried on his practical jokes to such an ex- 


a 


tracks ?” ; 

“No. But, bedad, it’s meself they moight have give an 
invitation.” — | 

“Hush! Don’t you understand the lay? They don’t 
want us to see them caren” That’s why they told me to 
drive ahead, I suppose.” 

“Ha, ha,” chuckled O’Hara, with a broad grin and a wink 
at Frank. 

Then they both laughed merrily. 

“You have got quite a trotter here,” 
at the mare. 


said Frank, pointing 
“Shure, she can bate a locomotive,” asserted O’Hara, in 
tones of pride, for horses were his hobby and he always 

gassed about them. : 

“Then let the old hatrack out, as the professor ain’t look- 
ing,” suggested Frank, “and if she makes a mile in ten min- 
utes I’ll treat you.” 

O’Hara started the old skate along the country road just 
as the locomotive whistle blew, causing Mr. Page and the 
professor to rush out of the saloon. 

Away flew the horse, with O’Hara thumping it with a 
whip, off started the train, on which Mr. Page had just time 
to leap, and a moment later the professor appeared, lugging 
Frank’s heavy valise. 

The moment he saw the horse and carriage flying along 
the dusty road toward the school a roar escaped him, and he 
went rushing after it, staggering under the weight of the 
valise, yelling: 


“Hey, O’Hara! Come back! Come back! You’ve left me 
behind!” | 

But the man failed to hear him, as he was too far away, 
and Frank’s little joke caused Bings to tramp all the a 
back to the school, carrying the heavy valise, and swearing 


vengeance every step he took, now that the boy was at his 
mercy. 


CHAPTER II. 


Upon arriving at Touchemup Academy our hero was 
somewhat surprised to see a row of boys’ heads along the 
top of the fence that lined the road leading up to the old- 
fashioned, rambling building. 

Nothing more than these heads, adorned by all kinds of 
mischievous faces and different kinds of hats, could be seen, 
and as the rattling old buggy drew nearer to them they sud- 
denly dodged down out of sight a gain. 


_Unfortunatel fo Frank, : 
hi j y or Frank, he fees no remark to his com- aS 
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“Poor fellows. I know you are all crazy. 1 feel sorry fos . 
you. All so young and handsome, too. It’s ashame. Now, he 
run along, like good little boys. Return to your cage. On 
have acted real nice for to-day. I’ll ask the professor to give — 
you each a sugar plum for your sweet behavior. ‘Go ahead, 


panion about them, as he realized that they must have been 
some of Mr. Bings’ scholars. 
But as the carriage was passing the fence a shower of mis- 
_.__ siles suddenly flew over it, in the form of empty fruit cans, 
‘sods, eggs, vegetables and other refuse, which landed all over 
_ the equipage. — 

Bombarded by this furious fusillade, the boy and his com- 

panion gave a yell and tried to dodge, but failed to escape. 

A carrot caught Frank in the ear. 

‘Then a tomato can thumped him on the back. 

N rg : 
O’Hara was nearest to the fence, and, as the shower con- 


my good little boys.” 
The eang began to look sheepish. ‘ 
Had Frank answered them in the same spirit they were a 
in, he would have received an unmerciful guying. | 
But he placed them at a loss how to reply, and as one of 
the under teachers came out, they slunk away without utter- 


TRE Bee, ee Me ee iss 


ac per 


an old shoe gave him a swat on the neck. 
ing a word. 

The teacher was a skinny little man with a bald head and 
a sickly little fringe of whiskers on each side of his con- 
sumptive face, and he was known as Archibaldas Holden, 


tinued to pour over upon them, he became the recipient of 
sundry eggs of doubtful age, the carcass of a dead cat, and 
_ half a brick took off his hat. 
A large portion landed on the mare and she cocked back 
her ears, reared up her stumpy tail, and with a violent snort 
she plunged ahead. 


TPE DR SOME Meine Galle Aish 


the professor of languages. 

He questioned Frank and conducted him into the dingy 
parlor, where he kept the boy in conversation for half an | 
hour, explaining the routine of the school, when suddenly 
there came a furious racket outside, a door was violently 


“Howly poker!” gasped O’Hara, “it’s thim bloody byes!” 

“Go like blazes! Here comes another shower!” cried 

“Git up, ye spalpeen!” howled O’Hara as he hammered 
the old plug. 

“What boys are they?” panted Frank as they got out of 
Tange. ~ 

“Some av ther schollys.” 


banged and the next moment the voice of ee Bings was 


heard, roaring wildly: 


“By thunder, where is that young whelp ? rl teach him 


to run away with my horse and carriage. He'll pay for mak- 


ing me walk all the way here from Vad station with this 


heavy bag! DVJJ]——” 
Just then he entered the parlor and saw Frank calmly 
smiling, and, covered with dust, sweating from his exer- 


“By ginger, they’re thorouphbreds.” 


Although Frank did not enjoy his reception, it gave him a 
pretty good idea of the kind of fellows he would be thrown 
in with. 


tions, and madder than a hornet, he dropped the valise and 
made a rush for the boy. 


Frank had his eye on Bings. 
So had Archibaldas Holden, and he fled fone the room in 
alarm. | | 
. The boy and the professor therefore had the room all to 
themselves. EN 


As Bings rushed for Frank, Frank rushed for Bingss 

Down crouched the boy, and the moment they met:he shot 
between the infuriated professor’s long legs, almost upset- 
ting him, and Bings landed head first into the arms of a big 
old-fashioned rocking chair. 

“Lord!” panted the boy as he turned around and looked 
at the professor driving the chair across the room with his 
head. “I’m in for it now.” ane 


f i O’ Hara left him on the piazza and drove away to the barn. 
ul The boy had closely questioned him during the ride about 
the school, and he therefore had a fair idea of the place be- 
fore he got there. 

He had not been on the piazza long when a string of boys 
about his own age came along in single file, and, pausing in 
front of the boy, they glanced up at him, when he saw that 
they were the same ones who had been behind the fence. 


“He’s the new scholar, fellers !” 


Then the rest began, each in time, to criticise Frank. 
“Ain’t he a coffee-cooler?” 
“Stag the new clothes!” 
“Regular la-la!” 
“Say, chappie, what ship brought you over ?” 
“Tt looks like mamma’s boy, Hons ies. 
' “Nearest to what is it.” 
These and a regular volley of similar remarks ran along 
- the line. i 
oie of not ve his ten bay stl sedis ihe 


exclaimd one of them. 


Bings was raving like a lunatic. | 

Recovering himself, he glared at the boy a moment, too 
wrathy to find utterance beyond a prolonged stammer. / | 

By the time he regained control of his speech, the first in- 
tensity of his rage melted away, and nah a dark teow | He 
s Rea ay 
eee come here! id 


TOVCUUMVP ACADEMY VO hae 70 


_ “Lam going to give you a licking.” 
“Then I won’t go near you, sir.” | ; 


“You'll catch rats for doing the professor,” said one of — 
them, known as Skinny Muggins, to Frank. “He’s a spite- 
“You young hound, ae you realize what you have done?” | ful old wretch and he starves and beats us every chance he’ ie 
“Certainly I do, sir.’ a 


gets. ‘The best way is to leave him alone.” 

“He locked me in the cellar for two days last week,” added 
a boy called Butsey Bluffer, who was known to be the worst 
liar in the school, “and he didn’t give me anything to eat or 


_ “Then ain’t you ashamed of yourself ?” 
Peo No, sir.’? 
~ “You made me walk all the way home with your valise.” 
“T know it, sir.” : | 
i: “Confound your impudence, do you expect me to stand 
mbna re? 
X93, sir.’ 


iy 


drink all the time I was there, just because I put some kero- 


sene in the teapot when Dinah wasn’t looking.” 
| Frank was invited to go into the game. 
He accepted. 


~ For a moment the professor’s rage ¢ arose again and he was 
about to burst into a terrible tirade of abuse against the 
boy when a big, fat wench appeared in the doorway with a 
scared look on her face. 


Unfortunately. 

They had a job put up on him. 

Before the supper bell rang he was laid out. 

His legs were kicked black and blue, he had a black eye, 
his coat was ripped up the back, and he had the appearance 
of having had a house fall on him. 

When he saw that none of the rest had suffered such 
treatment he tumbled to the fact that they were making a 
butt of him for their jokes, but he did not utter a word of 
complaint. 

Oh: noi © : 

He was too foxy. 

But he kept up a tall lot of thinking. 

“They are a gang of hazers,” he cogitated, as he went to- 
ward the school house with them. “To-night they’ll tackle 
me again, I suppose. But I’ll get even. They'll find that 
Frank Page isn’t such a chump as they think he is. Tl 
boss this gang or bust!’ 


_ Her name was Dinah J ae and she was ‘the profes- 
~ gor’s cook. : 


“Oh, Lawd, Massa Bings,” she roared in ‘a voice like a 
_ man’s, “de kitching chimbley am afire, sah, an’ de whole 
house done git bu’ned up, fo’ shuah, if yo doan’ do somefing 
_ ter put it out.” 


Alarm drove all resentment ae Bings’ mind and he 
* shouted: 
“Page, go to your room and put away your clothes! 1" 
_ He then dashed out of the room after Mrs. Jackson. 
_, Frank breathed a deep sigh of intense relief. 
- He had been expecting to get a thrashing. 
ce “Tt’s lucky for me the old flue caught afire,” he muttered 
fe as he left the room. “If it hadn’t he would have warmed 
i ao el jacket. ‘s 
- He met Archibaldas Holden in the hall, and, picking up 
his valise, he went upstairs with the teacher and was as- 
i signed to a cot in a big dormitory and given a chest of 
drawers for his clothes. 
e.. 3) Here Mr. Holden left him. 
oH Frank packed away his eee 
iy He then strolled around the building inspecting ie 
‘Touchemup Academy was a bleak and cheerless place. 
It was old, worn out, dusty and comfortless. 
The boy saw this much, and, not very favorably impressed 
os With the house, he went downstairs and examined the 
y - grounds. 


The professor had extinguished the fire in the chimney 
for the cook, burnt his fingers, scalded his nose and coy- 
ered himself with soot and it left him in a terrible temper. 

As soon as he saw Frank he grabbed him by the neck, ran 
him into his study, grasped a rattan and roared: 

“What do you mean by this disgraceful appearance, sir?” 

“Hold on! Don’t hit me, sir. I’m nee dead,” pleaded _ 
the boy. 

A look of grim satisfaction spread over the face of Bings. — 

“I’m glad of it!” he yelled. “Who did this?” 

“The boys.” 


“What! The ruffians! I’°ll put them down for this. Still, 
I’m glad of it, too. They have done for me what I intended 
doing to you this afternoon.” 3 

“This isn’t the worst of it,” said Frank with a sie oho Si 


wouldn’t mind what sea to me so much fas I did to hear 
them slander you, sir.” 


A broad campus in back stretched away to the shore of the 

~ Sound, where there stood several buildings; at one side of 

_the school house was the barn, and the academy stood in ashe 
midst of a grove of trees. 

( Most of the boys were playing a game of ball on the green, 
and as Frank joined them he learned that they had discov- 

. ered we trick he ae upon the professor. 


“Me? Fire and brimstone! Did they sayaanything about 
me? 9? 


“Called you all sorts of terrible names.” 
“Tl fix them for this !”’ 


“And there’s a plot against you for to-night, sir.” 


ATOMS WAED GSS cars. Besley FORe Pa 
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Mr. Bings released Frank, laid down his rattan, closed the] in his bed, and, armed with a rattan, Bings arena up: to i : | 
door, and, with a savage look upon his face, he demanded : the boys’ dormitory, crept between the sheets in Frank's cot 


“What was this plot?” : and covered himself up. 

“T don’t like to tell you, sir.” In due time the boys came trooping up, whispering, and ; 
“Speak out, or I'll lather you!” finally turned in . 

“But if they find it out- The professor patiently waited, but nothing was done, 


“Don’t you be afraid, Page—I will protect you.” and as the hours passed by he became very ia and dozed 
“Well,” reluctantly said Frank in low tones, “they said) off. | | i 
_they were going to get up about twelve o'clock and go to} ‘Twelve, one and two o’clock chimed in the clocks and all 
your room in a body, haul you out of bed and hang you out | was still. | 


COGAN alg IR GN AO bem Cod > fet eb ‘aie a 
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of the window on the end of a rope.” Unable to resist longer, Bings fell fast asleep and 
The professor gave a start. snored. 
- He fastened a searching look upon Frank’s face. The clock struck three. 
The boy met his scrutiny with calm indifference. Scarcely had it done so when every boy in the room amet’ : 
““T believe you, Page!” he hissed at length. ly arose, armed with a bed slat, and glided like a ee of 


“They all hate you and want to get square for the lick- ghosts toward the sleeping Bees : : 
ings you have given them,” proceeded the boy. 

“They do, hey? Well, Ill be ready for them!” 

“T did not hear all their plans, for they meant to arrange 


everything to-night in the dormitory. There is more to the 
scheme, but what it is can only be found out by some one be- 


ing in the room.” yearns CHAPTER III. 

“Ah, I see!” : 
“Now, there’s a way for yo ou to catch them in the very] Armed with their bed slats, the boys in the dormitory 
act, sir.” . glided toward the cot assigned to Frank ay as the clock — 

“How do you mean, Page?” struck three. 


“Why, you could get into my cot before they x retire, cover| They heard the professor’s snores and ree he was 
your head up with the quilt, and, as they will think it is me, | Frank, as he had drawn the bed covers up over his head. 


you could overhear everything that goes on.” - Frank was not asleep in Bings’ bed, but had crept up into 
“Bright boy! It’s a good suggestion. I will follow it,|the hall and was crouching against the partially open door. 

and when I catch them—well, I pity them, that’s all.” Bings had his rattan concealed under the cot covers. | 
Frank chuckledfinwardly. “Now, boys,” whispered the ringleader, “sock it to him.”? 
The professor had fallen into his trap. | ‘They had ranged themselves all around the cot, with their 
“T pity you,” he thought, “if you take any place in bed and | slats upraised. 

those fellers are intent upon hazing me.” Biff—bang ! 


“Page, you are a good boy, and I forgive you for what you) Thump—bump! es 
have done to me, as you have redeemed yourself. Now, go| At the signal down came the slats. 
and dress.” . Every one that hit the professor sounded like a nistol shot. 
The boy left the study with a broad grin on his face. He uttered a terrific yell, flew out of the cot, and the boys 
He changed his clothes, made his toilet, and when the sup- scattered. i 
per bell rang he marched downstairs with the rest of the _ The low-burning lamp was close to ne door, and Frank 
boys. \ : reached in his arm and suddenly turned it up full blaze. 
The supper was a starvation meal, as the professor was a} The room was flooded with light. 
mean and miserly man and saved money by giving the hoys| Every one of the boys now saw Bings. 
poor fare. “It’s the professor!” yelled several of them in horror, 
_---When it was over the boys had two hours for study before| “Thunder and lightning!” roared Bings, as he danced ist 
. going to bed, and while they were so vin sn Frank ee around and made his rattan whistle ee in! oe air, “So ¥ ' 
_ them he was going to turn in. | I’ve caught you, have I?” A cL 
He saw by their significant looks that they ae him] Filled with alarm, the boys scattered, 
Z ‘marked asa vietim. Ps | Bat a aed seg ie ie them, ! 


4 


i! to sage it, a seraaligy the banisters he flew down- 
‘only had on iter night shirts, and therefore sank the full | stairs. ; 
enefit of the blows. \ “Good Lord !” he Caled, ruefully. “I’m in for it after 
_ They danced and capered around like lunatics, screaming | all!” : 7 | 
: with pain, begging for mercy and frightened into spasms. | He locked himself in the professor’s bedroom and turned 
Some of them dodged under the cots, some got on top of | in. ; 
‘them, some hid behind the furniture, and several made a| A short time afterward Bings came down and tried to get 
ae for the ce ee hee into his room, but failed to open the door. : 


2. But ee ae it shut and held it so they edulda't beet He pounded, kicked, roared and threatened. 
hd But all to no purpose. 


Frank would not let him in. 


‘lm getting hunk with a vengeance for what they did to 


: me on the football grounds,” chuckled Frank as a big, broad He had to sleep the rest of the night on a sofa. 


On the following morning Frank arose before Bings was 
awake, and stealing up to the dormitory, he crept into hig 
own cot. : ; 

There was weeping and wailing and gnashing of teeth 
when the boys heard the first bell at daybreak and arose 
to dress. : 


_ grin overspread his face. 


- Swish—swish—plunk! whistled the rattan in the room. 
_ Every time it came down there arose a howl of anguish, 
a the pattering of flying footsteps and the diabolical voice of 


_ Bings roaring: 

“Take that! And that! And that!” 
je “Murder yelled one of the boys. 
_» “Help! Help!” shrieked another. 


Frank got up with them. 


@ 
They began to pass comments upon each others’ miseries. 


Ne ae | “I think it’s the new scholar’s fault, fellers,” said Mug- 
- Then the rest chimed in. ffs : sanel 
at oa gins, presently. 
; ep m killed!” | x They all turned upon Frank and scowled at him. 
“Lord! te back!” “You are right,” he coolly assented. “I caused the-row.” 


Vel gae tt ete be comes!” “Then you wait till we get you outside.” 

Uo feller” “Hold on! Just think what you tried to do to me.” 
“What of it? It’s customary here.” 

“I simply turned the tables on you.” 


As this fact’ dawned mpen them, their vindictive feelings 
relented. 


Bang—crash ! went several bowls and pitchers to the floor. 
Boom—thump ! followed. the sound of overturned furni- 
“ture, 


A terrible pandemonium was going on, above which rose 


af. 


They recognized the young joker’s superiority, and ad- 
mired it in spite of themselves, although they had got the 


Hae Hae i worst of it. 
“Stand, you scoundrels, till I bang the heads off you! “He’s a corker,” observed Muggins, dryly. 


: | Frank pushed the door ajar and peeped in. “Besides,” said Frank, with a wary smile, as he exhibited 
a black and blue streak on his body, “I had to pay for the 
game too.” 

“By gosh, he caught some of it!” chuckled one of the : 
boys. 

This was balm for their feelings. 


“I made old Bings pay for it, though,” continued Frank. 
“How—how ?” eagerly asked the rest, 


‘ the continual whistling of es rattan and the voice of Bings 
oC yelling: 


a ‘The room was in an uproar, the furniture was upset and 
scattered all over the floor, and Bings was charging upon 
- the flying boys, like a as wild bull, dealing agony wherever he 
went. 


“J erusalem, what a circus!’ laughed Frank. “I never 
99 


® 
————— 


Biff ! went the door open just then, and out rushed Bings. 


He caught the boy laughing till his jaws ached, down} «@ot in his room and locked him out all night. He had 
came his rattan upon Frank’s loins, and with a howl the] to go to roost on a sofa,” replied Frank. “He was as mad 
_ young imp sprang in the air, clapping his hand to the in-| a, fury.” 
 jured part. This tickled the forlorn crowd so that they absolutely 
“Laugh at me, will you?” roared the furious principal. | laughed. 


«“] believe you got me in here on purpose to ae me as-} Their respect for Frank kept increasing. : 
; 4 saulted. _Confound you, Pll peel the hide from your car-} Although they admired his cheek, they felt sore against 
Nt ss! Hi ‘ nae him yet. 

fe aimed another crack at the boy, but F Frank managed) “You'll ai ae pes ins. “You've helped us to get 
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- square with him. I guess we ‘4 better leave you alone. I 
like your nerve. We are going to have a game of football 
this afternoon, and I want you for.a full back. Will you 
join us 2” 

- “With pleasure,” replied Frank, prompily. 

But he did not observe the grim wink that passed among 
the crowd, and they all went down to breakfast. 

The professor sat at the head of the dining table with a 
cynical smile on his face, and silently eyed his victirns as 
they took their places: _ 

When they were all seated he arose STE the most pro- 
- found silence, and fixing a cold, cruel look upon them, he 

said: 
, 1 will not dwell long upon the occurrences of last night. 
But I will say if there is a repetition in this school of any 
such disgraceful actions I will single out the ringleaders, 
flog them within an inch of their lives, and put them in 
jail. You have all been severely punished. But to jet you 
see that I mean business, I wiil finish the Beaey by re- 
stricting you from Broaliactial at my expense.” 

He then sat down and began to devour his own food. 

The hungry boys sat around the table, watching him 
wistfully, and gazed yearningly at their empty cups and 
aia 

” Frank was amazed and indignant. 

“He is a mean, tyrannical old brute!” he muttered. 

The unfortunates, with blank-looking faces, were com- 
pelled to sit there without moving or saying a words watch- 
ing Bings eating his breakfast, until he had finished. 

Then they were marched into the recitation room. 

There Frank was given a desk, and the usual course of les- 
sons were gone through until noontime, when the boys were 
marched back to the dining-room and given a meager al- 
lowance of food. 

Ravenous from being deprived of their breakfast, they 
made. the most of the poor fare, and then returned to their 
dessons. . 
— At three o’clock the delinquents of the day were marched 
up to the professor like convicts. Each one in turn received 
a severe drubbing, and was kept in, deprived of his recrea- 


tion. 
The bad impression Prank first had of the school was 
augmented. 
“Pop hasn’t put me in a bed of roses,” he muttered in 
gloomy tones. “My chief study here must be to devise ways 
of getting the best of Bings. If I have to go through all} 
that the rest of the poor fellows have to suffer, Ill be a 
a corpse inside of a week.” | 
With a pitying glance at the fellows who were detained, 
‘Frank went out and joined the boys in the playground. 
/‘They had O’Hara with them for an umpire, as they were! 
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going to play a game of football, and the teams were the: } 
picked out. ee wa) 
Frank was given a position near one of the goals, and the 
game began when the ball shot out in the field. ; 
There was a rush for the ball, which was dark-gray col- 
ored. 


Frank was in the midst of it. 


‘9 Lf 


In a moment a dozen of the boys had him down. 
They piled on top of him in a heap of squirming human- 
ity, and the next thing he knew he was kicked in the ribs, 


punched in the jaw, rolled over and over, slammed up and 
down, trodden on, and finally had his eae jammed in a hole 
in the ground. 


“Let me up!” he yelled, struggling to get out Of it. 

A grin overspread, every face. 

The boys had not forgotten what he did to han the pre- 
vious night. 


Under the guise of that rough-and-tumble game, every 
one of them were pledged to get at least one bang at him, 
when, if any objection was tte they could attribute it to 
the play. : 

Out went the ball from antes the crowd, and away dashed 
the boys after - leaving Frank to get upon his feet, feeling 


as if he was kicked by a mule, but never suspecting the 
game they had played on him. 


_ A second ‘struggle took place, while he was running to-- 
are them, ‘and the ball came whizzing out on the field, 
when Frank sent it home. 


It scored a0 Caine side, and the boy was early 
cheered. 


“Luck out, me bye!” said 0’ Hats to him in a grins 
whisper. 

“For what?” asked Frank, breathlessly. 

“It’s afther killin’ yer they’ll be.” 

“Oh, I can stand it!” 

“Shure, it’s a game they have on ye.” 

“How do you mean ?” 3 

“They manes to bring you home in sections.” 

Frank now began to realize that the pounding he received | 
was not the usual result of the game. | 

O’Hara’s warning caused it to dawn upon his mind that 
he had received an extraordinary amount of thumping. 

“So they are making a guy of me, are they ?” he asked. 

“A coorpse, me bye—a coorpse !” replied O'Hara. Vk ad 

“I’m glad you told me. TI’ll see if I can’t baffle them.” hal 

He had no time to say any more just then, as he was im " 
, and the ball came spinning out of — 


him. : 
Instead of passing it over their heads, he let it drive at 
their legs, and the next moment there was a terrific scram- 
ble around it. 


Kick after kick was let drive, and many a howl arose as 
shoes encountered shins, while the ball was driven here and 
_ there among them. 
“They’ve got a fair return so far,’ laughed Frank, as he 
watched them pounding and kicking each other every time 
| they missed the ball. 
- There was a hard tussle going on now, and the ball was 
kept in the field under | an old fae tree, behind which 
7 Fra dodged. © 
a He happened to glance up at the tree, when his gaze fell 
upon ah enormous dark-gray hornets’ nest hanging from a 


4 branch. 
A grim smile crossed his face. 
“Oh, if I could only get it down!” he muttered. 
___. Away rushed the crowd after the ball, every one watching 
¥ it with such eager interest. that no atention was paid to 
Frank. a : 
The moment me saw that he was not observed, he shinned 
up that tree like a monkey, with a piece of turf in his hand. 
"Stuffing up the hole in the big puff ball with the turf, he 
imprisoned the hornets, causing them to buzz angrily in- 
side. | 
- Detaching the nest from the branch, he slid to the ground 
_ with it, and laid it behind the trunk of the tree, out of sight. 
. . He did not leave the spot where he stood, but patiently 
| waited. 

_“T don’t believe they'll try to put up a ah on me again 
‘in a hurry,” soliloquized he, as he watched them. “They 
seem to be trying to get that ball into my hands all the 

time, so they can pile on top of me, and lambaste the deuce 
out of my hide!’ : 3 
~The boy who had the ball now saw Frank. 
Although he was on the SPEOSIDg side, he sent it toward 
our hero. — 7 
- Frank was quick to observe this evidence of their game 
 onhim. ¢ eR | 
He caught the ball, dodged behind the tree, laid the ball 
down out of sight, picked up the hornets’ nest, and ran with 
Rs rie 
A yell pealed from the players, not one of whom noticed 


the substitution, as the hornets’ nest was nearly the same . 


size and color as the ball, and the whole crowd pushed for 


him. 
ee Never dreaming of' the trick teh was Bias) they were 


desperately away, followed by half of the boy’s swarm 


Frank waited until they were close to him. 
Then he turned and hurled ae hornets’ nest into their 
midst. 
They went upon it in a heap, ae Frank dashed away, 
just as the nest burst like a pistol shot, and its inmates were 
released. ; 


CHAPTER IV. 


Within ten seconds after the hornets’ nest was kicked 
open there was a panic. 

It seemed for a moment as if there were a million of the 
angry insects buzzing in the midst of that crowd. 

A chorus of yells burst from the players, and they scram- 
bled to their feet, each individual having a swarm flying 
around him. 

Then the hornets got their busimess-ends working vigor- 
ously. 

Frank’s tormentors were stung as they never were stung 
before. | 

They ran, they danced, they lay down, they kicked, 
punched, howled and begged, but they could not get away 
from the insects. 

At a safe distafice away, Frank roared with laughter. 

O’ Hara saw what the boy did. 

It caused him to roar till tears came to his eyes. 

- “Howly poker!” he chuckled. “Did iver I see the aquil 
av that lad?” 

Then he let out another roar, and fairly doubled up with 
mirth. 

Unfortunately for O’Hara, one of the boys rushed up to 
him just then. 

“Save me, O'Hara!” he yelled. ‘Chase ’em off!” 

“Git out av this!” snorted the handy man, recoiling. 

“Don’t desert me!” shrieked the boy, chasing him up, 
surrounded by hornets. 

“Tf yez don’t 7 yer distance, I'll murdher yer wid me 
fut !” 

“They are stinging me to death! You must help me!” 


Xoared the boy, and with one leap he reached the Irishman 


and flung his arms around him. 

O’Hara became alarmed. 

He tried to break away. 

Before he could do so, the hornets went for him. 

And the next moment he felt as if some one was preitine 
him with red-hot needles all over. . 


With a wild whoop, he broke from the boy and galloped 
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Every one on the field but Frank was now executing a 


_ wild war-dance, and striving with might and main to beat 


the furious insects off, but they only made the hornets mad- 
der, and caused them to sting all the harder. 

Within a short time they were a mighty sick looking 
crowd. 

Their eyes were swelled shut, their noses were bloated, 
their lips were puffed up, and their ears had humps upon 
them. | . 7 

Those hornets were not the regulation style of ordinary 
everyday kind, for they seemed to have gimlets at both ends, 
and worked them for all they were worth, irrespective of 
age, sex or reputation. , | : 

In a few minutes the field presented a striking appear- 
ance. 

Every one of the boys was doing the striking. 

In the midst of their ey Frank aw took pity 
on them. 

“This way for help!” he shouted. 

Instantly the whole gang charged on him. 

He was going to tell them to run down into the water of 
the Sound to get rid of their tormentors, but before he could 
carry out his charitable intention, he saw that the gang were 
bringing all the hornets on the field toward him. 

The same danger now threatened him that they suffered. 

“Stand back!” he shouted in alarm. 

“How can you help us?” came a dozen eager voices. 

They kept straight ahead toward him, and Frank did not 
wait to explain his plan of action. 

He ran for the water. 


On came the whole crowd after him. 
‘There was no escape for the boy except to plunge in. 


Realizing this cold fact, in he went, head first, and out 


he waded, clothes and all, until he was up to his neck. 

Instantly divining that there was relief for them in what 
Frank did, the boys came flying after him. 

Within a few moments the whole crowd was Sra erecaae: 

“Duck your heads!” shouted Frank. 

Down they went, and the hornets had to let go. 

fn this manner they finally got rid of the pests. 

The hornets kept them ducking up and down for a long 
time before they finally consented to take their departure. 

Not until then did the boys dare to go ashore. 

Grouped together upon the embankment, they presented 
a most pitiable but extremely comical sight, all soaking with 
water, their hands looking as if they had bunions on aie 


7 and their mugs twistetl all out of shape. 


“Gee whiz!” gasped one of them; looking at his compan- 
“Look at that face. It’s enough to stop 


TOUCHEMUP ACADEMY, 


“Look at your own,” retorted the other. “It’s a sight, 
You couldn’t sell it for a comic almanac chromo |” 

And he burst out laughing at his companion. 

This example got the rest at it. 

Despite the misery they w ere in they all had such * 
rageous looking faces that they were all laughing ateach = 


other pretty soon. 
In the midst of their mirth Frank came ashore, _ 
“Tt’s no use trying, fellows,” said he. “You can’t beat 


3 ; ’ 


“Beat you?” echoed one of them. 


me. 
“Why, yes; I know all about it You rung me into that 
game so you could knock the stuffing out of me. But you 
got the worst of it, didn’t you?” 
“Tt looks so,’ 


“Are you ready to quit working me?” 


* admitted Muggins. 


“Did you spring those hornets on us?” 

Yes 08 

No one knew it till then. | 

For an instant they were inclined to get mad. 

But despite their deviltry they were all. good fellows at 
heart. 


They were fairly and squarely beaten at their own game, 
and under a sudden generous Impulse o one of them yelled: 

“Hurrah for Frank Page!” 

The rest cheered with a will. j 

“He’s a dandy!” commented one of them. 

“Knocks us cold,” added another. Ker 

“Can’t be beat!” observed the third. eae 

“We deserved all he gave,” admitted one more. 

“Boys, I mean to lead this crowd or bust !” said Frank. 

“That settles it. We never had a leader, but we'll go 
you!” cried Muggins. 

All the rest were satisfied, and they raised Frank: upon 
their shoulders and marched back to the school with him, 


all of them looking as Hf they had gone through a threshing 
machine. 


APs 


From that hour onward Frank Page was the leader of 
the school, and, recognizing the ie aaa of his task, 
he made them a neat little 2 speech. 

When they reached the academy, Prof. Bings met them, © 
and a dark scowl gathered upon his brow when he beheld — 
their distorted faces. He was § rather tls as he. had ae 
drinking. / 

“Hello!” he exclaimed in astonishment “What dors : 
this mean ?” | 
Prank glanced at him as if very taal surprised. 
“I do not know what you refer to, sir,” he replied. if 
“Why, you idiot, don’t you see those joa faces ” 


“ 


oe at ais ye 
ny mee: ere, Page, I don’t want any of your fooling!” 
roared Bings, as his temper began to rise. “I want you all 
oa to tell me how your features got into that abnormal condi- 
tion! Do you hear me?” 
The boys all soca at per other blankly and shook 
their heads. — 
“T don’t see anything wrong,’ > said one, ip iia ie 
“Nor I,” added another. 
2 Tbe rest all chimed in, declaring that they never looked 
better nor felt better in all their lives. 
Bings began to get scared, for it suddenly occurred to 
him that the whisky he had been imbibing had gone to his 
head. 
Pet nis awful array of horrible contortions is an hallu- 
cination,” he muttered, “good heavens, what else shall I 


see next—snakes ?” 


_ He turned pale at the bare idea of delirium tremens, and 
_ quickly making some gruff remark about not feeling very 
__well, he retired to his room and went to bed. 

sh | A roar of laughter and a volley of snickers pealed from 
bee the boys when he was gone, and they went to their dormitory 


to prepare themselves for supper. 
ae On the following day the story leaked out, however, and 
: ne the professor severely rebuked the boys for fooling him. 
a He then took down his ever ready rattan. 
“Page!” he bawled. 

“Yes, sir,” smilingly replied the boy, obeying. 

“Page, you were very irreverent and impudent to me,” 
sternly said Bings, as he fastened an ugly glare upon the 


“Come up here.” 


bo oon? 

as ell 8 o nob recollect the occasion, sir,” replied Prank, 
j i a : thoughtfully. 

i “Yes, you do!” roared Bings, banging the desk ih he 
[ ‘fist. “You asserted to my face that nothing ailed the 
Y scholars’ faces. That was a deliberate falsehood. You are 


here to have your méretricious faults corrected. Recollect, 
sir, you are at Touchemup Academy. ‘The scholars here 
[cry aoe sO incorrigible, and I touch ’em up frequently. Since 
a you have been here, it seems to me you have made your- 
self more obnoxious than the a school put besa 
Tm going to touch you up, sir.’ 
~ As he said this, he grabbed the boy by the neck. 
Then he yanked him over upon a desk. 
Burning with mortification over being chastised before 
the whole school in such a Asuna position, Frank re- 


-volted. 


bumped his head. a Sy 


' He flung hirnbels from the desk to the eet) aebe he | 


At de same dayne Bings cn his rattan aeike and 


it struck the leg of the desk with a — that made the — 
YS fingers tingle. | | 

Frank sprang to his feet, rubbing his head where he had 
bumped it on the floor, and every one of the boys rose hiss- 
ing and yelling: 

“Shame! Shame!” i 

They thought that Bings had hit the boy on the head. 

In fact, Bings thought so himself, and he turned red in 
the face. i 

“Sit down there!” he bellowed, aia his stick at the 
scholars. 

“Shame! Shame!” came the ery. 

It was followed by louder hisses. 

“Page, go to your seat!” roared the professor. 

“Yes, sir!” replied the boy, and he obeyed with alacrity. 

Order was restored, and Bings glared at the boys and 
shouted : 

“Tf the boys who spoke and hissed so hard just now will 
step this way, I’ll be pleased to have them explain them-. 
selves.” 

No one stirred. A 

They did not wish to explain. ? 

The session went on, and when the school was dismissed 
for the day, Frank explained to his friends that he was not — 
hurt. | 

Several weeks passed by, the boy getting better acquainted 
with every one, and having no end of fun despite the harsh 
measures Jeremiah Bings exercised upon the slightest pro- 


wocation. # 


At the end of the month a letter arrived for the boy from 
his father. 

But it had been opened by the professor. 

“I never allow my scholars to receive or send letters until 
I have read them first,’ explained Bings, coolly, as he gave 
the communication to the boy in the hall. 

““He’s a cheeky customer,” thought Frank, angrily. 

He then withdrew the letter and read it. 

It was quite brief. 


The following is a copy: 


“New York, October 1, 18—. 
“Dear Frank: I hope by the time this reaches you it will 
find you a reformed boy. I have every confidence in your 
professor, and I trust I shall hear a favorable report from ‘ 
him: Please let me hear how you are getting along. 


“Your father, “JOHN THoMAS Pagr.” * 
“~ 


“I want you to reply to that letter,” said Bings. 

“Very well, sir,’ replied Frank, opening the 
“Ah—what’s this ?” 

Upon the other page was written: 


fly-page. 


_ “P. S.—Inelosed find a ten-dollar bill for spending mon- 
“% ey.” 


J ain’t going to let you read my rina letters, 
Frank. 

“Oh, yes you are. I have already told you I don't allow 
letters to come to my scholars or go to their parents until] | 
first read them.” 

“If it wasn’t for that rule I’d be in the ten dollars my : 
father sent me, which you hooked,” exclaimed Frank, an- 
erily. 

“Shut up about that money, will you?” 

“Tt’s the truth, sir.” 

“Will you hand over that letter?” i, 

NG. 2 

“Then [ll make you!” 

He grappled the boy, but before he could get the letter 
from his hand Frank crumpled it up and Sistas it in his 
mouth. 

“T ain’t a goat,” said he, “but hang me if I don’t eat the 
paper first.” 


replie é | 


There was no money in the envelope, however. 

“Why, that’s funny!’ said Frank. “Where is that mon- 
eye oy 3 
ESAs. T do not allow my scholars to handle money here,” 
replied the professor, coolly, “I have taken possession of it.” 
“The deuce! You haven’t got any right to do that.” 
“No swearing, if you please, sir. Now, I want you to 
_ understand that I am your master here, and I shall spend 
the money for your books and other needful things,” said 
Bings. 

“But everything j is eters Grains my father!” retorted 
Frank. ; 

“Shut up! Clear out of here! What do you know about 
_ charges ?” 

The boy left the hall in disgust, for he saw that Bings had 
appropriated the money to his own use. 

He went to his room and wrote to his father: 
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The professor was furious. 

He made the boy spit it out. 

But when Frank did so the letter was beyond all reading. 

Bings upbraided the boy unmercifully, and then dragged 
him over to his desk, upon which lay an open envelope ad- 
dressed to Mr. Page, from which he abstracted a letter. 

“This is the sort of an epistle I want you to compose!” _ 
he snarled. “Now, you just cast your eyes over what I have ~ 
written to your father. I will leave you locked in here. 
When I return I expect to find that you have written a letter 
to your parents which will reflect not only favorably on me, 
but upon this academy as well.” 

“Gee! I don’t see how I can do it,” replied Frank, ay. 

The professor shook*his fist at the boy, ee swearing at 


him under his breath, he marched from the room and locked 
Frank in. 


“Dear Pop: For heaven’s eake take me out of this den. 
Bings pounds us, starves us, don’t teach us anything, and is 
running up a big bill against you. He stole the ten dollars 
you sent me, and is the meanest old brute in creation. It 
is “ae here. I can’t stand it ei longer, and if you 
n't stop his cruelty I’ll run away.” 
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Inclosing the letter in an envelope, he went to get a post- 
age stamp from Mr. Holden, when Bings met him in the 
hall. 

“Have you answered your father’s letter, Page?” he 
asked. : . 

“Yes, sir, and I’m going for a stamp to mail it,” replied 
Frank. 

“Just step into my study first. I want to read that letter 
before you send it,” said Bings, as he pulled the boy into his 
room. 
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The young imp then read Bings’ letter. 

It was a flowery lie from beginning to end, for it said that, 
Frank was rapidly becoming a model young man, who paid 
more attention to his Bible than his friends, and it went on 
to say that he was never chastised, that he was well fed, 
greatly loved, and treated like an only son of the professor’s. 

Inclosed with the letter was a bill of expenses a yard long, 
which Frank had never incurred. 
| “The old hypocrite. Tl fix him!” he muttered. 

A look of unutterable consternation crossed Frank’s face.| Then he wrote interlined with one of the professor” 8 para- 
If the professor once read the letter he had written to his | graphs: 

‘father, Bings would not only prevent it going, but might 
touch him up as well. 

He tried - ak and sp} back, but Bings 
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CHAPTER V. 


* * ® “See the next page——” 
Opening the fly leaf he wrote on the inside “i 


“The foregoing letter is a lie from beginning to end. I 
hhaven’t had any expenses since P’ye been here. _ He hooked 
the ten dollars you sent me, he starves oe | beats me 


and if 


‘you\a pack of lies at his dictation, or get my neck broke, 


but don’t you believe a word I inscribe.” 


\ 


_ He then folded up Bings’ letter and ee it back in the 
envelope, after which he indited a letter similar to the pro- 


fessor’s. 
It seemed to corroborate his effusion in every particular. 


By the time he finished it, Bings returned. 


He looked highly pleased when he read it, and} praising 


the boy’s composition and penmahship, he folded the letter, 


- put it in the envelope with his own, sealed and stamped it, 
and sent O’Hara to the post-office with it. 
_ Unfortunately Frank’s father had gone off traveling on 


: business when the letter reached New York, so he did not 


- get it for a long time afterward. 
Frank considered himself well out ofan unlucky scrape. 


A week passed by, during which he kept unusually quiet. 
On the following Saturday half holiday he left the school, 
and, going out into the yard in search of the boys, he ob- 


served old Dinah standing at the barn door, talking to 


% O’Hara. 

“Faith, it’s s quare entoirely where thim -chickens wint,” 
- the handy man was saying. “It isn’t meself that would be 
afther castin’ reflections on you, ould woman, but, “be heav- 
ens, a hin has only ter luck at a coon ter disappear.” 

| “Lawd amassy!’? replied the old wench, indignantly. 

“Yo? mean fo’ ter say I done stole de ’fessor’s chickens, 
honey ?” 

", “No, indade, me jewel, but then ye have ther looks av a 

\ -be’s callin’ ter see yer, an’ whin he goes away any wun would 

take him fer a cask av lager beer, he has that shwell to his 


bandy-legged son who looks loike a lath ivery toime he do 


corporation.” 

+ . “@way, yo’ mean, good-fo’-nuthin’ aye yo’ mean ter 

_ speculate dat my chile done stuff dem chickings inter de 

q) -buzzom ob he’s shirt ? Land o’ Goshen, honey, I’se ashame 

op ye, L198.” 

+ “Who has ther key to ther egg factory?” 

_ “Then who’s responsible ?” 

ae “Reckon I is, chile.” 

 ©Thin look out that.no more av thim birds disappear.” 

A “Teed, dar’s no tellin’ but whut yo’ am ter blame.” 
“Me hook therschickens! Get out! Ain’t I afther livin’ 
here all ther toime? What could I do wid ’em?” 

Doan I lib yere, too, all de time?” 

“But, bedad, I have no son comin’ here thin, an’ goin’ 


12? . ¥ 


ve 
away fat! 
, “Doan yo’ make fun ob my boy, ah! He Gone got a 
* arefful sickness. De doctah he say dat he got de epizoodic, 


sah, an’ dat what make him swell up. Now yo’ leabe him 
alone—yo’ heah ?” 

O’Hara burst out laughing at Dinah. 

“Paix, it’s only horses an’ jackasses as his ther disaise,” 
said he, “an’ as your bye is no horse, he must be a jackass.” 

“Whut!” roared Dinah, bridling up furiously. “Yo? call 
my boy names like dat? You want me ter fire a stone at 
yo-—huh?” 
“Come now, be aisy ! 


39 


Go back inter the house, ould wom- 


an: 


“T ain’t a ole woman!” flared Dinah. “I’se only fifty- 
LO 
She picked up a stable broom and O’Hara retreated. 
He saw that he had her dander away up in G. 

If he kept on teasing her he stood a very good chance of 
having the roof taken off his head. 

Before the wench could do him any damage, however, the 
professor came around the barn. 

He had, as usual, been sneaking around trying to catch 
some one doing something for which he could assert his con- 
temptible authority, and overheard all the foregoing. 

A dark frown mantled his face. 

The idea of being robbed was maddening to him. 

“De ’fessor!” gasped Dinah upon seeing him, and she 
started back, confused and afraid. 

“Begorra, it’s in ther neck I’ll get it now!” groaned’ 
O’Hara, whom the professor was always reprimanding for- 
loafing, and he hastily grabbed a pitchfork and began to: 
bed down the horse. 

Bings paused in the doorway. 

“O’Hara!” he roared. 

“Yis, sor,” humbly replied the handy man. 

“What are you bedding down the horse in the daytime 
for ?” 


“Just to kape busy, sor. I hates ter be idle.” 


Rake out that straw again.” 
ea 


“Yes, you do. 
ase bor: 
Dinah made a rush for the house as soon as the profes! 
sor’s back was turned, but he heard her big plantations 


| waltzing off, and turning around, he yelled: 


“Hey! Come back here! Where are you going?” 

“T’se gwine to fotch a pail ob watah, sah,” puffed Dinah, 
pausing. © , 

“What are you fooling away your time out here for?” 

“Ain’t doin’ nuffin’ ob de kine, sah.” 
_ “Do I pay you to stand out here gossiping with O’Hara ?” 

“Bress yo’ heart, sah, he done call me an’ say dat I done- 
stole de chickings, Massa Bings, but I didn’t done it, no-- 
how.” 


“Q’Hara, are any of my hens missing?” © 


“Which ones ?” 


“Ther Shanghai rooster——” 
“Ts that a hen?” 

“No, sor. An’ ther banty —” 
“That’s another rooster.” 

“Yis, sor.” 


“Then what did Se say they were hens for?” 


| his head. 

; = He had not thought of making a distinction of sex. 
“T give it up, sor,” said he. 

“Those fowls were worth two dollars,” said Bings. 
“Bedad, they ain’t worth a cint now.” 


going to dock a dollar apiece from your wages at the end 
of the month. Perhaps that will teach you both to take 
better care of my property.” 

And with a satisfied grin on his face Bings walked away. 

Dinah and O’Hara groaned. 3 

They did not appreciate the professor’s little joke. 

“Be heavens, it’s a call on Deacon Hardscrabble’s roost 
; _ Tl be afther makin’ ter-night,” threatened O’Hara, gloom- 
ily. “I'll have two av his roosters, or me name is not Din- 
nis.” | 

“It-am yo’ fault fo’ lettin’ 
sin’!” wailed Dinah. “Now yo’ look out for me, honey. 
’se a bad niggah when I’se riled. Bettah git yo life ’sured. 
I’se gwine to put fishbones in yo’ pancakes in de mornin’ 
an’ choke yo’ to deff !” ; 

And with this tragic threat she retreated into the house. 

F.ank had taken in the whole thing with a big grin on his 
mug, and when the wench was gone he went over to the 
barn. 

“So you and Dinah got caught stealing chickens, eh?” he 
chuckled, as O’Hara looked up at him with a mournful 
ware | 

“Me?” growled the handy man, indignantly. “Did iver 
ye hear av an Irishman sthalin’ a mane, contimptible saat 
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“You are foolish to stand it.” 
“T can’t help meself.” 
~ _ “Are you sure Dinah is guilty ?” 
“Ts the evidence ay a rooster’s tail shtickin’ out between 
ther tails av her son’s coat anny proof ?” demanded O’Hara. 
“That pees pita A iid 
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en?” 
“No, an Irishman would take the whole oe replied 
it Frank. 
i “Arrah, quite yer ai Shure this divilmint cosht me 
4 a dolly.” oe 


A puzzled look crossed O’Hara’s face, and he scratched 


“Oh, yes they are,” coolly replied the professor, “for I am: 


““] wuz always suspishy av that nagu 
he is a chicken expressman.” | ify | 
“Why don’t you throw all the blame on Dinah, then! 2” 
“Tell me how I kin db it an’ I’m yer friend foriver,” " 
" “Corral all the fowls; put them in a bag, and quietly drop 
them into Dinah’s bedroom to-night. If they are found 
there won’t that make her look guilty?” : 
“Be heavens, it’s ther great head yez have entoirely » : 
chuckled O’Hara delightedly. “I have me dolly saved al. : 


ready.” 7 ne. 


“Are you going to do it?” 

“T will if it cosht me a leg.” ‘ 

“You will have to begin operations before she retires.” 

“An’ what time is that?” ‘ is 

“Nine o’clock.”* 

“At eight [ll have thim bagged !” 

“You can get up into her room by the back staircase.” 

“I can, an’ divil a man will see me goin’ that way.” 

As happy as a clam at high tide over eee. out of his — 
scrape by throwing all the blame on Dinah, the handy man 
lit his pipe, whistled up a tune, and Frank left him. 

The afternoon passed away and night fell. re 

As the month of October had set in, the evenings were so 
chilly that the boys were glad to stay indoors. 

At the regular hour the bell rang for them to retire to 
their rooms, and the whole crowd oe the order except 
Frank. | 

He was left alone in the parlor. 

“Page!” exclaimed Bings, coming in and scowling at he 

“Yes, sir,” replied the boy. \ | 

“Why don’t you go up with the rest 2” 


“Because I want to speak to you privately, sir.” \ 
“Ah! What have you to say to me?” 


“I heard your conversation to-day with Dinah and 
O’Hara.” | : 


“Yes, yes. You mean about the robbery of my fowls?” 


“Exactly so, sir. Since then I have discovered who the 


culprit is.” 
“Indeed ! 
“O'Hara,” 
“Are you sure ?” 


And who may it be?” 


“Positive.” 
“Prove rt weg ” WRI 


“T will. Put on your hat and go out to ‘fe hen-roost. : 
You will find him there in the act of robbing the iy now.” 
“Page, are you telling me the truth ?”’ 


“If I ain’t you can lambaste the stuffin ing out of 3 me.” | 
“Then come with me and Vl verify your report. i 


And procuring a big horse aie ae went out with oi | 
boy. 
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n noiselessly out the back door and crossed the yard. 


on him! 


Oh, mamma ! I wouldn’t swap places with him for 


gitar Ps 
ce BROT? gasped Bings ceinedte “there’s a Hert in the 
chicken coop !” 


“I see it, sir,”. answered the boy. 

“The thief is at work! © 

- “Plug him full of bullets, sir.” 

“My pistol hasn’t got any bullets in it, Page.” 
“What is it loaded with ?” 

“Carpet tacks. 


I put them in four years ago.” 

“Hasn’t the old gun been shot off since then ?” 

“No. I had no need to use it before.” 

“Then the Lord help you!” muttered the boy. 

“Is O’Hara alone in this jobe 

“Oh, no. You see; I caught him talking to a pair of the 
: most villainous looking ruffians, and they planned to break 
in and See! 


coop. There’s a man now!” 


By jingo! The light is moving in the 


“It’s a nigger!” gasped the professor. 
A short distance away from them was one of the win- 


he dows of the coop, and inside they beheld what looked like a 


negro. 

: _ His face was turned toward them. 

In fact, he saw them. 

ca _ And vanished from view. : 

“Tt isn’t O’ Hara, after all!” exclaimed Frank. | 
“Someone has preceded him.” 

2. “Looks like it. Oh, my! Just listen to those chickens 
' _ squawk !” 

. A terrific noise now arose in the bird cage. ~ 


nee Wings were beating, roosters were yelling and hens were 
: screeching, while every moment there came a thump against 
‘ the windows, and glass after glass was broken. 
“The scoundrel is at them!’ roared Bings. 
“Wire at him-—fire!” gasped Frank. 
The professor aimed the pistol, with both hands grasping 
y the butt, and closing his eyes, he screwed sis face up in a 
knot and turned his head aside. 
4 Frank had no desire to get blown full of rusty iron and 
he skipped behind a tree. 
The professor pulled the trigger. 
oe terrible roar followed as the ancient machine went off— 
a roar not unlike that of a forty-pound gun. 
ae : A. fearful charge went flying toward the’ coop and the 
pistol Kicked back 80 hard hat e was oe Arne: 
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by 
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He let out a yell, as he turned a back somersault and 
landed on his ear, and his head and_.arnis felt as if they had 


‘was dark and cloudy when Frank and Bings crept been blown out of joint. 


The charge struck every pane of glass in the coop, went 


“Gee! what a give-away for O’Hara,” chuckled the bor crashing through, hardly leaving a frame whole, and oe 
“Won't he be mad when he finds how I’ve turned the tables tered half the chickens. 


“Hurrah !” yelled the delighted boy as he popped trots 
behind the tree. “Good shot! I#ll bet you soaked him that 
time |” 

_ “Page!” groaned Bings, dismally, “send for the doctor.” 
“What’s the matter now ?” demanded the young rogue. 
“T’m chock full of iron.” | 
“Ts that so?” 

“T’m a dead man, I tell you.” 

“Did anything hit you, sir?” 

“The pistol exploded. My arms are blown off.” 

“No, they ain’t.”  * 

“Well, they feel like it.” 

“The pistol is all right, too.” 

“Great heavens, then what struck me?” 

“She kicked—that’s all.” 

The professor straightened up and slowly arose to his feet. 

He carefully examined himself and finally looked re- 
lieved. 


“Safe!” he muttered. 


corpse.” 


“Strange! I thought I was a 

“Professor, you’re a dandy !” 

Sint? 

“T mean you are a daisy shot.” 

“Have I killed any one, Page?” 

“Lord! I should say so! 
you fired.” 

“Let us examine the battlefield, Page.” 

“Look out that one of the thieves don’t waylay you with a 
brick.” ; 

The professor picked up his pistol. 


I heard the gore splash when 


He was not very courageous in the face of danger. 

But he assumed a bold front and remarked grandly: 

“If any one attacks me I shall not be responsible for his 
death.” 


“But you haven’t got another shot in your pistol, sir.” 

“Hush! Do not betray our weakness to the enemy. We 
can frighten them, if eee else. Go ahead, Page; go 
ahead !” 


“No, sir! You’ve got the vital ; you lead the way.” 

“Then you take the pistol.” 

Laughing in his sleeve at Bings, the boy took the weapon 
and they drew near the coop, where the professor halted. 

“If any one is there, let him step out!” he bawled in the 
most threatening tones. “Refuse to appear and you perish ! Y 

No answer came back. 


~< 
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‘The chicken coop was as still as death. 
Bings was reassured. 


4 


“It’s Page!” he heard them shout. 


He tore himself away from the professor by alippin ne Ri 


“They must all be dead,” he remarked solemnly. “Page, | of his coat, the collar of which Bings had gripped, 


I call upon you as a witness that, if I am arrested, you will 
_ prove that I shot in ‘defence of my property.” 
“T'll stand by you, if you get hung for it!” the boy as- 


serted. 


They reached the smashed window, and, peering in, they 
saw that the place was bespattered with gore. 

Ten dead chickens lay on the floor, and the rest were 
roosting high, without enough feathers left on them to cover 
@ canary. 

And the thief was gone. 

A groan of dismay escaped the professor. 

He had ruined his coop and killed his own fowls! 

- “Great hambone!” gasped he. “See what I’ve done.” 
“Killed *em yourself,” commented Frank, with a grin. 
“Where is the criminal I shot at?” 

“He must have got out before you fired.” 

“That settles it. 


<4 uf 


Some one will have to pay for this.” 
“There isn’t any one handy that you can nail, sir.” 
“Tt’s your fault for bringing me out here!” 

“My fault ?” stammered Frank, beginning to feel uncom- 
fortable. 


If you hadn’t brought me out here, I wouldn’t 


No sooner had Frank made his escape, when the boys all ’ 


armed themselves with missiles of every description. 


They could not distinguish who Bings was in the dense : 


gloom, but faintly made out the outlines of his figure, 


It was evident to them by Frank’s voice that the boy was . 


in the yard, and had been assaulted by a man. 


“Observing the latter individual they began to Noabecd ‘ 
him with the articles they had hastily gathered for that pur- 
pose, as they feared that they had no time to go down to « 


Frank’s assistance. | 
In the meantime their voices rang out in a terrible clam- 
or: , | 
“Page is in trouble!” shouted one of them. 
“A man is killing him!” added another. — 
The rest then chimed in: ; | 
“Soak him, fellows!” ae 
“Lay the brute out!” 
“Get out of the way, Frank!” ° 
* “Kall the big wretch !” | 3 
“Hey! Hey! Hey!’ 
And down came a scuttle of coal all over Bings. 


It was rapidly followed by a fusillade of combs, brushes, 


have done this, would I?” demanded Bings, in exasperated | crockery, shoes, cuspidors, and a score of similar obj ects. 


tones. 


“But you would have been robbed.” 
“The deuce I would! 

every bit of it.” 

« “No, it isn’t!” 

“Don’t you answer me back!” 
“T’m no dog!” | 
“T’ll make you pay for all this damage.” 
“You'll have a hard job doing it.” 
“Shut up!” 
“TI won't!” 
“TH make you!” 
‘And so saying, Bings grabbed the young imp, and, hauling 

off, he cuffed him right and left. 

Help!” roared Frank. 

“Shut up, I tell you!” 

Police!” continued the boy. 

“Good Lord! od arouse the whole school.” 

Rats!” howled Frank. 


“Help! 
“Murder! 


“Fire! 


Confound you, it’s your fault, 


They landed all over the professor, and he yelled and 


raved at the boys like a madman. 
“Stop it!” he howled, furiously. “It’s me—it’s me!” 
“Give it to him again, boys!” cried Muggins. | 


The uproar they made so drowned his voice that none of 


them recognized him, and down Us another shower. 
Bings was frantic. | 
Pelted all over, he vainly strove to dodge ie missiles. 
Biff! came a wash basin down on his nose. 
Plunk! went a slop pail upon his cocoanut, 
Bang! came a towel rack on his neck. 
He danced around, and finally went down under a shower. 


Frank forgot the pounding he got, and, bursting out 


laughing at the pickle Bings was in, dodged into the school. 
Bings swore like a pirate. 


Then he bounced to his feet. 
“By the furies, I’ll slaughter you!” he screamed, wildly. 


Down came another shower upon him, and, half frantic 
with rage, he picked up an armful of the things and let 


He struggled to get away from the irate schoolmaster, and | them rip up at the windows one by one with all his might. 


his cries aroused every one in the academy. 
Window after window flew up with a bang all over the 
) back of the building, and numbers of Wh ii eee figures 
appeared in the casement. 


“Save me!” Diag the We ae | getting murdered ae 


Crash! went pane after pane of glass. 
Thump! went missile after missile, 


re 


Now the boys were catching it, and they retreated cae $ 


window after window, as the fusillade struck them. . 
J mee sia) ee oss ine e glass, | 


all the boys away. 

‘Dinah and Mr. Holden did not escape the furious pelting 
2 the professor poured up at the windows, for he could not 
a . distinguish friend from foe. 
By the time he had cleared the windows he looked like 
a wreck, and charged on the academy door to get in at 
them. 7 

To his dismay, he found that Frank had locked him out. 


caer 


Despite all the professor’s raving, pounding, threatening 
and every other means he resorted to, he could not get into 


¢ the school. a i ‘ 

: Every door and window on the ground floor was fastened, 
and all but the scholars were securely locked in their 

.o 


As soon as Frank joined the boys, however, he let them 
| into the secret of what had transpired. 
A roar of laughter greeted his recital. 
: They were all immensely pleased to learn how furiously 
» they had evened up matters with Bings for his mean treat- 
ment of them. | 
“Don’t let the beggar in! 
advised Frank. — 
“You bet we will,” replied one of the boys. 


oe him out ‘all night!’ 


a “No doubt we'll all catch it to-morrow for what has been. 


done,” said Frank, “and we may as well have the worth of 
the licking.” 
/) thats the talk |” 
_ “Now you're shouting !” 
ye ihet’s po to bed.) 
~ “YT won’t let him in.’ 
“Served the old brute right.” 
These remarks came from the gang in a volley 
That settled Bings’ fate; he had to roost out all night. 
On the following morning every one was aroused by a 
furious uproar.out in the barn, and they heard Bings yell: 
‘ “You will plan to rob my hen roost, will you?” 
: ee “Lave go av ther hair av me head!” roared O’ Hara. 
4 y “He's at it already!” whispered Frank, gloomily. 
i The rest of the scholars began to glance at each other, 
2 | feeling rather scared about their own fate now. 
h th Dee tremendous shower of blows came from the barn. 
na < “T’ll teach you to steal my chickens !’’ raved Bings. 
fe “Shtop! I a ae I wuz down ter ther village 
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kept it up until every one was smashed, and he had driven] | 


rooms, convinced that a lunatic was besieging the academy. | 


“Then how do you account for the burnt cork blacking all 
over your face, and how do you account for one of your feed 
bags and the stable lantern being in the coop?” 

“As fer me hein’ blackened, I’d have ye know I wuz 
As fer ther bag an’ lantern, shure 
I know nothin’ about thim.” 

Bings settled the matter with O’Hara by threatening to 
bounce him, and then came sailing toward the academy. 


playin’ in a minstrels. 


A loud groan pealed from every one of the boys. 

They saw that they were all in for a terrible pounding. 
“By gosh, fellers!’”’ said Muggins, “he will half kill us!” 
“He can’t 
handle the whole gang if we stick together. I see a way out 
of the trouble.” 


. “How—how ?” came the eager question on all sides. 


“Hold on!” rephed Frank, determinedly. 


“Are you all game?” 

“For anything.” 

“Then we'll revolt!” 

“What! The whole school ?” 
“Of course. That’s where our safety lies.” 

Singly they could do nothing, and they knew it. ’ 
Expecting an unmerciful pounding all around, every one 


.| of them assented to Frank’s bold proposition. 


Mr. Holden let the frantic Lineal in, and got a punch 
in the eye for his trouble. 

Then Bings came down the hall into the school-room like 
a whirlwind, where he paused, glaring balefully at the boys. 

“Ah!” roared he, “so here you are, hey ?”’ 

Not one answered him, and he observed their rebellious 
looks. 


A foreboding of the-truth flashed across his mind, but he 
was not going to lose his grip by appearing to fear them. 

“I’m going to whale the whole lot of you!” he snarled. 
“And when I get through, you shall have nothing to eat un- 
til to-morrow! Do you understand ? 


well what this is for. 


You all know very 
Now, you—Page—come over here !” | 

He took his rattan from the blackboard shelf and spit on 
his hands. 

Frank did not budge. - 

“Do you hear me?” shrieked Bings, wildly. 

“You ain’t going to touch up any of us!” quietly said 
the boy. 

“What! WHat! 

‘Tosard 1627 

Bings turned as pale as death. 

His first suspicion was verified by the boy’s defiant reply. 

With a threatening gesture, he raised his rattan and made 
a rush into the midst of them, counting upon the terror he - 


WHAT!” 


| had always inspired by this tactic. 


All the boys pluckily stood their ground. 
They were boys who would be boys in the unbounded 


erik 1 Be 
~ 


Laon 
Re 
. : 18 
a = ; 
. 


freedom of their actions, but they were kept down like wild 
beasts by a method which had no salutary effect upon them. 

In order to tame such mischievous spirits as they pos- 
sessed required far.different treatment than that employed 
by Bings. ¢ 

He brought his rattan down upon Frank’s arm, but t the 
next instant it was snatched from his grasp, and the boy 
broke it over his knee and cast the pieces to the floor. 

“Take warning, professor!” he cried impressively. 
We won’t stand it.” 

Bings curbed his fury by a violent effort. 

He glared at the boys, but they met his areteg fearlessly 
and unflinchingly. 


“Don’t you attempt to do that again. 


To keep on with his intolerable tyranny meant, he saw, 


ee 
a bad 
are 


the quick breaking up of his school. 
For a moment he was puzzled how to act in order to avert 
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the impending catastrophe. 
He must have time to think the matter over. 
He therefore smothered his resentment and said, in low 


fones: | 
* Disperse! I will talk to you about this to-morrow.” 

A feeling of relief took possession of the boys, for they 
saw that by their bold stand they had averted a terrible 
thrashing. | | 

Their admiration for Frank was increased. 

It was Sunday. 

Bings failed to keep his threat to starve them. 

On the following day he gave them a severe lecturing, and 
thus the matter ended, as far as chastisement went. 

But he made the boys study harder and kept them up to 
a certain strict rule of discipline around which they could 
not very well get. 

Frank tried hard to be good. 

It was a task he was used to. 

Many tempting opportunities presented themselves to 
raise the mischief during the.term of his probation, but he 
resolutely refrained from taking advantage of them. 

His object was to let the effect of his last racket blow 
over, and fully a month passed by before it was fairly for- 
gotten. i hd 

The boy had not yet heard from his father in reference to 
the letter he had sent, but as he knew that business fre- 
quently called him away for a protracted length of time he 
did not wonder at it very much. 

\With considerable tact, Bings gradually sini himself 
‘ back to his former methods. 
-- He banged and starved and abused the boys deeatialy 
again, but as they had recovered from their rebellious 
spirit they dared not resent it, and things soon ran along in 
f esi aa groove once more, with possibly more strict disci- 
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friends one cold afternoon as they came tramping ‘bale 
from a distant wood where they had gone — Hing a 
“Qld Bings is riding on his high horse again.” ap 


have to finish it, I'll look like a nutmeg grater when I get 


home.” 3 i. a 


“Tt begins to (oe serious, por remarked Frank f 


“You don’t intend to tackle him, do you os asked one of : 


the boys. 


“Not much! At least, not at Seen %) 


“J wish the term was up,” groaned another boy. “Tf T : 


Just then they turned a bend in the road. and Frank 


paused. | | ie 


He heard some one snoring in the bushes beside the road. 
“Hello! What’s that?” he asked. “Somebody asleep ?”” 
The rest listened, and a moment afterward they heard the 


same sound rising and falling like a buzz saw. 


Frank quickly parted the bushes and peered through. 
When he turned to his friends, he had a grin on his face 


that stretched from ear to ear. 


“By jingo, it’s O'Hara!” said he. 

“Q’Hara?” chorused the rest in surprise. = a 

He told the professor he was going to a wake. | 

“Then why don’t he?” grinned Muggins. 

“What ?” 

“Awake.” 

“He’s so drunk he can’t.” : 

The rest now peered at the handy man. | 

He lay on his back with his mouth wide open, and beside _ 
him, clutched by the neck, he held a whisky bottle. 

“Golly, what a jag!” gasped one of the boys. 

“Let’s have some fun with him,” suggested Frank. t 

He had touched his companions in just the right spot. 

They were with him right through. 

“What do you intend to do to him?” asked one of them. 

Frank pointed up the road at an undertaker’s wagon 
which was coming toward them with an ice box in it, which i 
had recently been used by a defunct farmer. : 

“There’s our game,’ he remarked’ with a wink. 

“Can you work the undertaker?” » 

“You leave it to me. 


( 


Don’t you see who’s driving? It’s 
old Pop Hopkins, of Glenwood. He’s near-sighted and deaf 
asa post. Look mournful, boys; look mournful, will you?” : \ 
Out came their handkerchiefs, and they grouped them- ° 
selves around O’Hara with a sad, dejected air. 
Frank hastened to meet the old undertaker. 
To the old fellow’s amazement, the boy offered him a 


job. ; - 


“It’s our handy man—O’Hara!” yelled Frank in his ear. 


“He had heart failure, and bara down the he | 
there.”’ 


poe ig Oh, ae based Ho: wisa l ; 
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ars now came flocking around, asking what the matter was. 


ou carry him back to school for us?” 
~ “Do you want me to bury him?” | 
‘ “Why—of course you'll get the job. If you don’t want 
to do it, Pl send for Si Swithenbank, the other under- 
taker.” 

“No! Don’t you do it!” yelled the old fellow. 
en 

“Then follow me back.” 

He led the old fellow to the place where O’Hara lay, and 
saw that one of the boys had covered the handy man’s face 
with a handkerchief to conceal his lifelike features. — 

They. didn’t give the undertaker time to examine O’Hara, 


% 


put made him haul out his ice box, whereupon they lifted 


the Irishman into it and talked loud to drown his snores. 
Then they hoisted the ice box into the wagon. 
It only occupied a few moments to do it, and O’Hara 
snored on in blissful ignorance of what was transpiring. 
- Then the boys put their nut bags in the wagon, Frank 
jumped in and sat on the ice box, and Hopkins drove off. 
On came the boys, marching with their hats off behind 
the wagon, and chuckling over the little surprise party they 
had for O’Hara, the principal and the rest of the scholars. 
Frank kept his eye on a face through the head 
glass. 
It was a rough road they had to go over, and the jolting 


of the old wagon shook up the handy man “ that he aroused 


himself. 

He raised his head suddenly, and striking the glass he 
flung back the head piece, which worked on hinges. 

“Be heavens, where am I?” growled he, huskily. 

“Lie down, O’Hara, you’re drunk!” muttered Frank, 
shoving him back. 

“T am that—hic—amn’ glad av it!” said O'Hara. 

“Shut up and be still, or Bings will see you.” 
-“Bings, is it? To ther divil wid Bings!” 

Frank glanced around at the undertaker, but he hadn't 


heard a word, and was as looking straight ere as he drove his 


old skate along. 

O’Hara stuck up his head again. 

He was so groggy, however, that he couldn’t realize where 
he was or what was going on, and he soon lay back and fell 
asleep once more, never caring whether school kept or not. 

Frank had a piece of chalk in his pocket, which he had 
taken from the school-room, and he drew it out and rapidly 
whitened the Irishman’s face until he looked ghastly. 

The shadows of the early fall evening had fallen when 
they reached the school, and the boys marching on behind 


began to whistle a dead march in unison, as they proceeded 


to the door. 
Attracted by the peculiar procession, the rest of the schol- 


“Pll take 


, 


per. them was s the Canes 
“We found O’Hara down the road,” explained Frank. 

“Found him?” echoed Bings, in perplexity. 

“Yes, sir, dead 

“Dead ?” echoed every one in consternation. 

“Drunk!” added Frank, softly, but they did not hear 
him. ¢ 

Before the undertaker could get down from his seat, 
Frank’s companions seized upon the ice ath containing the 
slumbering form of O’Hara, and hustled \it into the acad- 
emy. 


CHAPTER VIII. 


Standing upon two chairs in the parlor the ice box had 
a decidedly grim look, and Frank and his companions left 


it there. 


The professor would have questioned them about the mat- 
ter if he could have found them, but they had quietly van- 
ished from sabe as they had no desire to be in at the 
awakening. 

Moreover, they had taken pains to hustle the old under- 
taker away before Bings could pump him, and having sta- 


tioned themselves out in the garden at the windows they 


lay low to take in the fun. 
Bings summoned every one into the parlor. 
He had a grave look upon his skinny face as he stationed 
himself near the ice box, from which the snores of O’Hara 
had fortunately ceased to come, and, casting a glance at the 
handy man’s chalked face, Bings addressed the crowd. 
“Young gentlemen,” said he, with a preparatory cough, 
“you see before you all that remains of my old and faithful 


servant, Sylvester O'Hara. He was cut down in the prime 


of his life by the hidden hand of the dark angel, and there | 


will doubtless be a coroner’s investigation into the strange 
and sudden cause of his death. Come, gather round his 
bier, young men, and gaze for the last time upon his re- 
mains, for the funeral will take place from his uncle’s saus- 
age factory in Greenpoint.” 

Obediently the young gentlemen gathered around. 

They saw O’Hara’s ghastly face, and were satisfied that 
he was dead, but just then the handy man woke up. 

He was stifling and sweating, for he had used up all the 
air there was in the ice box, and it partially sobered him. 

Up flew his head, and it went through the glass plate, 
smashing it to fragments, startling aay one in the room. 

“Murdher !” howled O’Hara, struggling to get out with 
all his aaigat “It’s chokin’ I am!” 


with a grin on his comical mug, flourished his bot at 
its contents flew all over them both, and with a hhiccough l, : 
he howled: : 
‘“Hurroo!” : 
Burning with an insensate desire to hit him with an ax, a / 
the professor tore himself from O’Hara’s embrace. 
Then he got behind him. 
Hauling off, he gave the handy man a raise with his hoof : 
that lifted him from his pins and made him see stars. 
The boys in the garden fairly screamed with laughter. ‘ 
“Flowly beans!” gasped O’Hara. “I’m atruck: bee 
Plunk! came the professor’s boot again, and without ut- 
tering another word, O’Hara made a break for the door, | i @ 
He had come to a sudden realization of his position. . 
After him raced the professor, and getting a grip on ae 
back of his neck again, he didn’t stop booting the luckless 
wretch until he had landed him into the back yard. 3 
As Bings let him go, he saw Frank and the other boys” 
who had put up the job go flying around the corner of the «yA 


house. 


“He has come to life again!”’ yelled the startled Bings. 
Instantly there was a stampede among the scholars, and 
the imps outside the windows roared with laughter at their 
_ fright. 
| “Lave me out av this ice erame freezer,” shouted O’ Hara, 
__. as he continued his violent struggles. “It has the grip av 
- . a vise on me.” : ? 
_ “You are a dead man!” cried one of the terrified boys. 

O’Hara thought so too, when he saw where he was, and 
caught a glimpse of his reflection in a mirror on the wall. 

“Be heavens, I’m in me coffin!” yelled he, in horror. 

“Oh, gee! Look at him work to get out!” shouted Frank, 

~ and he laughed at the comical antics of the Irishman until 
- the tears ran from his eyes and his jaws ached. 

While O’Hara was fighting to get out of the ice box, the 
_ boys got jammed inthe doorway in their frantic efforts to 
get out, and a terrific struggle ensued between them. 

They shoved, punched, kicked and slammed against each 
other, and the jam was finally broken, when out into the 
hall they tumbled head-first, and, landing in a yelling heap 
in the middle of the floor, they lay like stranded crabs. 

O’Hara had his head stuck in the frame of the head 
piece of the ice box, and his violent rocking upset it. 

Over went the box to the floor with a bang that shook the 
building, the lower part of the lid flew off, the frame broke, 
nearly cutting the Irishman’s throat, and he staggered to his 
feet, half sobered, and so confused that he did not know 
whether he was upon his head or his feet. 

“Whoop!” yelled he, as he flourished his whisky bottle, 
upon which he had retained a tight clutch throughout all 

- hhis struggles. “Show me the sucker who nailed me in that 
coffin and be heavens 2’ll paralate him !” 

The professor, although very much startled at this un- 
expected turn of events, saw that the man was very much 


Recognizing them as the ones who had brought O'Hara 
home, a grim look settled over his face, and he quietly pro- 
cured a big rattan and hid himself in the hall. 

The supper bell rang just then, and all the scholars in 
the building formed in a line and prepared to march down- 
stairs. 

Keeping his glance riveted upon the doors, Bings soon 
saw Frank and his companions come stealing in and an , 
the ranks of the rest. | 

He then pounced out on them and yelled: 

“Page, Muggins, Benton, Clark, Dean, Frost, Lynch, 
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Irving and Hunt! 
“Yes, sir,” replied each culprit, with a caret of alarm. 
“Kindly walk into my study.” 

“Yes, sir,” and the nine guilty boys obeyed. 

“Young gentlemen,” continued Bings, addressing the 
rest, “these rowdies were the ones who have been guilty of — 
perpetrating this outrageous practical joke. They shall suf- 
fer for it. Iam going to touch them up. In the meantime 
you may all file down to the dining-room.” : 

He stood watching them while they marched away. ! 

Frank and his companions had entered. the study with a ~ , 
‘| feeling of woe gnawing at their hearts and a glum look on ~ 
their faces. 

“He has got us spotted, ree exclaimed the young imp. 

“Gosh, won’t we catch it!’ groaned one of them. “Did 
you see how mad he looked ?” | | 

“Look here! We've got a chance to protect ourselves.” 

“How do you mean, Frank?” 

The hoy i te at a number of ancient dishes i in a smack i ; 


alive. 

He could also see with only half an eye that O’Hara was 
a4 loaded, and recovering his wits he rushed up to him fiercely, 
| - and, catching him by the back of the neck, he shouted: 
| “You drunken scoundrel, what do you mean by playing 
such a trick as this upon me?” 

“Thrick, is it?” gasped O’Hara, leering at him. 

“Yes, sir!. Blast your red nose, sober up!” 

“Djivil a sober. Here’s lookin’ at yer honor!” 

And raising the bottle to his lips he took a swig. 

Bings fairly gnashed-his toothless gums. 

“Pig!” he raved. “How dare you insult me! Pig! 
Pig!” 

i “Faith, Bings, we wuz always loike brothers.” 
| _ “Shut up, and get out of here.” 

ss “Thin kish me good-bye.” 

He flung his arms around the wrathy professor’s neck, 


n the wall—antique chinaware of a rare and costly kind 
it Bings had been collecting for - many years. | 

“Fortify your pants with them,” he remarked. “Quick, 
or he’ll be in on us before we have a chance to do it!” 

4 Down came the plates, and the guilty horde hardly had 
, time to get them encased in the right position, when the 
* door flew open and Bings stalked majestically in. 

_ He stood eyeing them in silence a moment, idly switching 
his limber rattan. until it whistled, and then he thundered: 

y “Nine of you, eh? 


| ae to work you all off in one bunch !” 
Then he placed the chairs in a row. 

: s “What are you going to punish us for?” es asked 
E ‘Frank, ; 
“Oh, you know as well as I do.” 
“You will feel sorrier than we will if you do.” . 


«| 
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“Page, it always pains me to hurt you.” 

“Lord! What a whopper !” 

y “Eh? What did you say?” 

“I said, what a kind heart you have, sir.” 

“Oh! I thought I heard you sa? something else. Now, 

Bicone men, you all know from experience the favorite atti- 

tude I wish you to assume in the course of your chastise- 

ment. Be good ae to avoid a useless struggle by as- 

suming it at once.’ 

With a half Sn braea: grin, Frank winked at his com- 

' panions in misery, and they all stooped over the backs of 

the low chairs. - 

F The professor critically viewed the line. 

_ He did not notice the abnormal shape of the boys’ anato- 

mies produced by the plates, and he rolled up his sleeve, took 

sh grip on his rattan, and et to wallop them 

well. 

_ Swisk-plunk! went the rattan the feu moment, as he 

Sushed along the line, and every swish-plunk was followed 
_by a terrific crash as the antique ei! was shivered to 

; itoms. 

x _ Bings was so intent upon his exercise that he reached the 
last boy, and whanged him a terrible thump, before he be- 

came aware that a shower of broken china was pouteae down 

' ach leg of every individual’s pants. 


7 The boys scarcely felt the unmerciful thumps they re- 


ceived, and a volley of half suppressed snickers ran from 
of outh to mouth. 
As the jingling crockery fell out upon the carpet, Bings 


caught sight of it and glared at it in amazement. 
What’s that?” gasped he. 
* Instantly a roar of mirth pealed from every one of the 
fine 
_ They couldn’t hold in any longer. 
Up they rosé in a body, and Frank grinned: 


ees erusalem ! 


1 
7 
Y 


There are just enough chairs in the |_ 


-'TOUCHEMUP ACADEMY. 


“I told you that you’d sorrier than we if you hit us.” 
Bings’ eyes began to bulge. 
-“Wha—wha—what is this?” he sputtered. 
Frank pointed at the empty crockery rack. 
- No sooner did Bings see it than the truth dawned upon 
him. 7 


“My china!” he howled. 

“Yes,” coolly replied Frank. 

“Oh, Moses eg 

And with this doleful cry Bings fell on his knees. 

All the starch was taken out of him. 

He fairly wept as he gathered up the pieces. 

Then a sudden fit of rage overcame him, and he bounded 
to his feet, intending to annihilate the boys. 

But they scooted out of the room before he could get near 
them, and bolted down into the dining-room. 

Bings soon afterward came down. 

He had a fiendish glare of triumph in his eye, as he gazed 
at Frank and his companion. & 

“Badly as you need touching up by me,” 
won't lay a hand on you. I'll leave it for your parents to 
do. The china you caused to be broken was worth $900, 
and it will cost the parents of each of you $100 apiece. 
When I sue them for this amount, if they don’t beat you 
within an inch of your lives it will be very funny. Now, 
you scoundrels, let us pray !” 


he hissed, “I 


CHAPTER IX. 


On the following morning, while the boys were coming 
up from breakfast, there sounded a terrific ring at the front 
door-bell, and O’Hara went to answer it. 

As he opened the door in came old Pop Hopkins, the 
undertaker, struggling on his wabbling legs under the 
weight of a coffin that he carried in on his shoulder. 

“Howly Hloy ! ’ gasped O’Hara, upon seeing what it was. 

“T’ve Brought the coffin for O*Hara’ s body,” croaked 
Hopkins. 

“Be heavens, he has me meseure 2” 

“Tf you will show me the body I will put 
~ “Be off out av a ye spalpeen! D’yer take me for a 


corpse ?”’ 


Hopkins glanced at him in amazement. 

He now began to recognize the handy man. 

“Why—bless me!” muttered he, “it’s O’Hara himself.” 
“It’s all that’s left av me afther gittin’ out av your bloody 


freezer. ai 


“So you ain’t dead after all?” disappointedly asked Hop- 
“Bad cess to yer, why don’t yer give me pizen?” 
“How does it happen that you are alive?” 
“Bekase I ain’t dead, an’ niver wuz, barrin’ bein’ dead 

dhrunk.” 

“Ha, ha! Isee. I am the victim of a practical joke.” 

“Shure it’s me wuz ther victim.” a oe 


“Well, better luck next time,” grumbled the old ender 
taker, “but I'll make you, Bings or somebody pay for the 
trouble I was put to. Where’s my ice box?” 

“In ther parley—that is, all as is left av 7. 

Hopkins lugged the coffin back to his wagon. 

Then he came after his freezer. 

All the boys had paused in the hall to take in the circus. 

When Hopkins saw how his ice box was cracked and 
broken he almost raised the roof with a tirade of threats. 

“Tf I hadn’t a-bushted,ther ould thing, I’d a-ben a dead 

‘man, annyway,” growled the handy man. 
. “J wash you had!” snapped the old stiff-lifter. 
“Faix, ’m sure av that!” 
“Perhaps Ill get you any way pretty soon.” 
“Begob, I niver felt betther before in me loife.” 
‘ “Yes, but after being in this box, youy soon have a dis- 


ease.” 


By hat!” gasped O’Hara, in startled tones. 
u know the farmer I had in it before you? if 

a | omy whin he wuz above ground.” 

“He had ther smallpox.” — 

“Wow!” roared O’ Hara. 

He turned pale, and hastily began to examine himself. 

A ghastly grin overspread Hopkins’ face. 

He pointed his skinny finger at the handy man. 

“You'll catch it,” he croaked warningly. 

“Be heavens, I’m all av a itch now!” growled O’ Hara. 
He began to vigorously scratch himself. 
The undertaker then departed with the ice box. 
“Sind for a yaller flag, an’ put me in quarantine! 

howled the frightened Irishman, as he danced ve into the 
hall. 
“What's the trouble there?’ growled Bings, cain 
just then. ; 
“I have the itch.” 
“Then clear out.” 
_ “J mane it’s ther smallpox I have.” 
Bings recoiled from him with his hands up. 
“Keep away!” he roared. “Don’t come near me.” 
“Sind for a lawyer till I make me will,” sighed O'Hara. 
“You don’t look as if you, had the smallpox.” 
we, oe but T have the ony av an’ itch all over me.” 


1? 


barn. 


him unmercifully about his fright, and made his life a bur- 
den to him. | 


done to his stock in trade, and got out a summons tar md J 


a grin. 


No illness developed during the ensuing week, ho hy 


O’Hara fought shy of the boys after that, for they teased 


ma Pop Hop mae a fg ba fellow. 


Frank met the man who came to serve it, in the grounds. 
“You fellows are in a fix now,” said the constable, with — 


“What’s amiss?” queried rank: Ga. haa ae 
“Hopkins has brung suit for Dyes cps ea 
‘Ts:that 300") a 
“Ain’t this here proof enough?” 

He showed Frank tif summons. 

It struck the boy at once that there was trouble sheng 
for him. ; 

“Tord!” said he, “and are you going to bring Bings to. 
court ?” 

“(? course. When I serves this on him he’s got to go.” 

“Well, all I’ve got to say is that you're too late.” aie 

“How d’you mean, bub: ae | | 

“Why, he’s gone to New York.” 

“Be that so?” 

“Went this morning.” 

“When do you spect him back?” 

“In four days.” 

“Then I’ve had my trip here for nuthin’? 

“Tt looks like it.” 

“T reckon I’ll go in an’ take a rest awhile then.” 


“All right. Follow me and I’ll show you into the pay 


Fa nee : 


He led the constable inside and locked him in the room 
to prevent him coming in contact with any of the others who 
might give away the gag he sprung on the countryman. | 

The parlor door was at the back of the hall. Hy ’ 

Bings had been watching him bringing the man in and 
stopped him in the hall as he emerged from the parlor. ‘ 

“Say, Page, what does Constable Hoge want Bete ne 
growled. 

“Hush!” hissed the hoy, holding up his finger. 
may hear you.” 

“Ts it anything serious? ” whispered Bings, nervously. 

“We’s got a warrant to arrest you.” . ” 
“Arrest me?” gasped the professor, in vston 


(<3 1 3 
‘y 


Yes; Hopkins has made a hanes avatrist you. e 
“Oh, dear! I thought he would.” 

“Professor, I’m protecting you.” 
“In what way ?”. 


q four days.” 


e eS Bright) boy ! I give you credit for great intelligence, 


Page.” 


“Thank you, sir. 
Ahat struck me in a stone fight.” 


No offense, sir.’ 
G “What have you done with Hogg’ rag 
“Locked him in the parlor, sir.” i 
* “Good! That will give me an opportunity to act.” 
“What are you going to do?” 
“Disappear.” | 
“Where to?” 
“That's my business,” 
_ “What shall I do with the Hogg?” 
“Release him in just fifteen minutes.” 
@ . very good, sir.’ | 
-Bings then went downstairs, and several of the boys came 
along, to whom Frank explained the situation. 
» “We ought to give Hoge a send-off,” said Frank in con- 
clusion. i 


iy & “What fort’ ee aecned one of the boys. 
, " eto keep him away from here. If Bings has to go to 
court he will spit his spite out on us for causing it.” 
4 The others agreed with this conclusion. 
_ “Let’s lower him into the well and cut the bucket rope,” 
suggested one. 
“We'd ae to lift him up again or he’d die,” 
shaking his head. 
“Suppose we dig a hole in the, road and bury him up to 
his neck ?”, 
“That won't do any good, either.” 
“Couldn’t we tie him in a row boat and send him adrift on 
+ the Sound ign 
o “Which one would a olieeey to get hung if he were 
drowned ?” asked Frank. 
“Not I,” they all agreed. 
“then, said Frank, “we must do something that would 
not kill or maim a and yet so terrify him that he won’t 
venture here again.” | nee z 
ave you ene any Aon in view ?” 


said Frank, 


ny 


“Told him you’d gone to New York and won't be back in 


: A phrenologist once examined my 
bumps and said the same thing. But it happened that the 
a he was feeling were produced by pieces of brick 


“No levity now, if you please, you ignorant, ill- bred 


it to the ceiling. 


terrors, ata we iia confirm his opinion so that he will 
take care’to keep out of our way in future.” 
“How can we do it ?” 


“By making him gun the gantlet. This hall is getting as 
dark as pitch. You see there are half a dozen doors opening 
onto it on either side. Let each fellow arm himself and 
take a doorway. As he comes along plug him.” 


This plan suited them, for the moment they iet fly at the 
constable they could dodge into the rooms upon which the 
doors opened, lock the doors after them, and escape through 
the windows into the yard without being seen. 


They armed themselves with brooms, ottomans, chair 
cushions and similar objects and then took up their posi- 


tions. 


Nearly half an hour had elapsed since Frank locked the 
constable into the parlor, and, feeling quite sure that Bings 
was well away from the academy, the boy approached the 
door, rapped upon it and shouted: 


“Hey, Hogg, fae you are ready to g0 you'll find the 
front door open.” 


He then quietly fled back to the doorway hones to him- 


| selfpand, crouching back, with a broom upraised, he waited. 


For several minutes an intense silence ensued in the hall, 
not a sound indicating the presence of any one there. 
Then suddenly a door banged. 


Every one of the waiting boys started, and, getting a firm- 


er grip on their weapons, they prepared for the scrimmage. 
A moment afterward footsteps were heard approaching, 


and as Frank peeped around the casing, he saw the figure of 
a man coming swiftly toward the front entrance. 


On came the figure until he reached Frank. 
Biff ! 
Ons 

Bang! 

“Ouch !” 

Thump! 

“Blame it !” 

Whiz! 

“Murder !” 


Frank’s broom had come around on his old kady and sent 
The next boy’s foot-stool caught him in 


the jaw, sending him reeling; a baseball bat on the coat 
tails propelled him forward at a forty-knot pace, and a Cush: 
ion slammed him against the wall. 


Every time an object hit him he yelled. 


_ He was pounded on the nose, back, shins and everywhere. 


He was knocked up on his head and slammed down on his 
heels, rolled over on his sides, fired against ae walls and 
waltzed all over. 


; Every time a boy struck out the culprit disappeared behind | 
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a door, and the yelling object got no rest until they were all 


gone. ‘ 
Alarmed by the noise, Dinah came down the stairs holding 


duty and are not wanted any longer.” 


“You get out of here! !? he roared. “You Bey he mM 


Hogg slunk away and Dinah disappeared, fearing a ie 


a lamp up like the Statue of Liberty and showed the unfor- | ing up. 


tunate sitting on the floor with the roof of his hat off, his 
coat ripped up the back, his collar and necktie in tatters and 
his face bunged out of shape. 

The light revealed his features to the wench. 

Tt was Mr. Holden! : 


CHAPTER X. 


“Oh, good Lord! I’m all broke up!” groaned the little 
skinny under teacher as he picked himself up. | 

“Gosh a’mighty, Massa Holden, wha’ struck yo’ ?” the fat 
wench asked, as she fixed her bulging eyes on him. 

“JT really do not know,” wailed the unhappy Holden as s he 
carefully felt to see if his body was entire. “It seemed to 
me as if a tornado had suddenly swept in through the back 
door, and, catching me in its embrace——” 

Before he got any further the front door opened. 

And in came Bings in the clutches of the constable. 

“Mebbe them there young warmints o’ youn is werry 
cute,” said the wily constable, “an’ mebbe they isn’t. Least- 
ways I don’t think as they is quite so sly as me, cause they 
had no sooner locked ther parlor door on me when I got out 
ther window an’ hung aroun’ in the yard a-waitin’ for you 
to come out. He didn’t pull the wool over my eyes quite so 
slick as he thunk, ’cause I knowed all the while he was 
tellin’ me you was out that you wasn’t. ‘That’s how I hap- 
pened to catch you jist as yon wes sneakin’ away with your 
carpetbag, perfessor.” 

“T wasn’t sneaking away at all!” ata Bings. 
business engagement to attend to in New York, and 

But just then he caught sight of Holden. 

The sight almost knocked him silly. 

“Great Lord!” he gurgled! “what is this?” 

“Tn me you behold the unhappy victim of those boys, sir,” 
meekly replied the bony little man. 

“Archibaldas Holden—have you been drinking ?” 

“You know I never imbibe, sir.” 

“Haye you suddenly become a raving lunatic?” 

“T certainly feel like one. It was the boys who did it” 

“Are you sure?” 

“Not quite sure, but rather positive, Mr. Bings.” ‘ 

The professor was surer than Holden was. 
A De sits seat se the goneishle he 


| was 2” 


“T had al 


generous. 


Then Bings turned ‘ Holden and demanded : 

“Which one of the boys did this?” 

— “T do not know, sin,” faltered the little man. 

“Why don’t you know?” roared the nrotecsor furiously. 

“Because I didn’t see them.” 

“Then I’ll touch up the whole infernal senoalt i cee 
Bings, who was savage over being caught by the constable. ‘ 

He ordered Holden to go to his room, and then raved ang, 
stormed about the academy in an effort to discover the real : 
culprits, but failed. ‘ 

“Very well,” he roared at the be whom he had assem- 7 
bled in the recitation room. “V-e-r-y well, young gentle- 5 
men. Since the real culprits won’t materialize, you shall go a 
to bed without your suppers, and to-morrow I'll touch you A 
all up with my new rattan. We’ll see how that will do.” 

This was more than Frank could stand. He couldn't 
stand seeing his innocent schoolmates punished for what he : 
had been guilty of. : 

So he boldly stepped forward and said: 

“If you please, Mr. Bings, don’t tackle the whole gang.” 

“T’]] do as I please—do you hear me? As I please!” 

“Would you let them off if you knew who the real offender ~ 


“Perhaps I might.” 
“Then I'll own up. It was I who caused the mischief. m 
“You? I thought so.” | 
_ “Yes, I alone am to blame.” | | | ad j 
“Who were your companions?” | a 
“That I refuse to tell.” ie 
“Ho!ho! You do, hey?” > 
“The job was done to help you, too.” 
“What do you mean by that?” 
“We tackled old Holden by mistake.’ ~ 
“Thought he was me, I suppose?” 
We wanted to drive him away.” 
“That’s 
Ae 


“No—the constable. 

“Hum !” coughed Bings, his sternness pee. 
different.” 

He fastened a hard, keen, penetrating look upon the boy 
and saw that he was prompted by a noble motive and ig 
the truth. : 

As long as the job was done to protect him he could not 
thrash the boy very well, yet he did not wish to appear too — 

* 

“Well, what are you going to do about it! »” asked F 4 Prank 

“We will dismiss the matter for the present. I will es 
consider it,’ gruffly replied Binge much a Srey one 8 
amazement. | a ak Nr 


boys got their supper after all! 
a oreover, none of them got touched up. 
Every one voted Frank a plucky trump. — 


- again. 


He seemed to take an ee fiendish delight in deyvis- 


_ing and practicing all sorts of cruelties upon them. 


«lt drove the fun-loving fellows to desperation and only 


‘ ~made them act worse than they ever did before. 
One night a council of war was held i the dormitory, and 
it was decided that if Bings continued practicing his cruel- 
- ties that they would all‘run away from the academy. 
| Next day they assembled in the schoolroom for lessons 
3 and found Bings as cross as an old bear with a soré tail. 
q _ Frank kept his eye on the boys. 
; _ They were all dey ouring a lot of chestnuts they had eh 
, al in the woods on the preceding day, and he followed 
their example. 
Unluckily for him, the professor spores him. 
“Page!” he roared, banging his desk; “what are you eat- 
ing?” | : 
Chestnuta, y Goplied the ne 
“What!” yelled Bings, springing to his feet. “How dare 
you use such slang to me? ‘Tell me what you are eating, I 
A, Say.” 
> © Ols chestnut | !” reiterated the boy in disguted tones. 
, | Confound your impudence. Didn’t I tell you not to usg 
** slang ae , 


“Who’s using slang?” asked the boy, iis Bings’ mis- | 


. take and grinning. 
“You are!” 
“Noel ain |” 
“Come wp here.” 
The boy obeyed reluctantly enough. 

He no sooner had reached the professor when Bings seized 
him by thé hair with both hands and nearly dt it out by 
% the roots. » 

“Let go!” roared the boy in agony. 
“T’ll break your neck for you!” 


; He gave the boy a kick, knocking him sprawling. 
This brutality was too much for the rest. 
- Muggins sprang to his feet. 
; “Stop that, you brute!” he shouted. 


In a moment more the whole crowd excitedly arose. 

And the next instant one of them let a handful of chest- 
‘ nuts rip at the professor and caught him in the face. 

a caning parted the rest. 


a The professor’s good heartedness did not last long, for the 
* old undertaker got a judgment against him in court, and it 
so soured his disposition that before the week was over he 
had charged up twice the amount against the boys’ parents, 
4 and he spent most of his ae beating and starving them 


Chestnuts by the hundreds flew from all directions at the — 
professor, pelting him like bullets. They rattled on the 
walls and floor and the air was full of them. 

Once started, the excited crowd did not stop, for as soon 
as their supply of nuts gave out, they let a shower of books, 
slates, ink bottles and stationery fly. 

Bings saw that he had carried matters too far. 

His grip was gone for good. 

With a yell of agony he crouched against the wall, and, 
finding that he would get his head broken if he remained, he 
made a dash for the door. 

After him rushed the shouting boys, headed by Frank, 
pelting the old villain at every step he took. 

As he reached the hall Dinah admitted a gentleman who 
paused in amazement at the scene before him. 

“Save me!” yelled Bings, rushing toward him. 

“It’s my father! He has got my letter at last!” cried 
Frank. ee: 

And so it was John Thomas Page. © 

Bings' tripped over a rug and fell sprawling. 

“Hold on there, boys!” shouted Mr. Page as the excited 
crowd rushed up to their fallen enemy. “What does this 
mean ?” . 


“He nearly pulled Page’s hair out of his head and kicked 
“We ain’t 


going to stand his starvings and beatings any 5 aan 


him in the stomach!” cried Muggins, excitedly. 


“No, no, no!” screamed the rest. 

“Frank, can this be true?” demanded Mr. Page. 

“Look at me, pop. Ain’t la wreck?” _ 

“You are indeed.” 

“Did you get my letter?” 

es Oe ge : 

“Then I needn’t say any more.” 

“He lies! The little scoundrel lies!” panted Bings, ris- 
ing to his feet and shaking his fist at Frank. 

“You muderous old hypocrite!” shouted Mr. Page. 
teach you to abuse my boy! 


<T]] 
I won’t keep him in your con- 
founded old,rookery another hour. Take that, that and 
that !” 


And the thashing he gave Bings made the boys howl with 
delight, for it was redress for the wrongs that they had suf- 
fered at the old rascal’s hands, and it was all they expected 
to get. 

The professor raved, threatened, swore and finally rushed 
away to escape further punishment. 

Frank’s father meant business now. 

He plainly saw how the boys were abused, and as they all. 
swore they would leave the academy, he advanced them the 
money to pay their fares home, perfectly confident that their ~ 
parents would approve of his action. 

That settled Touchemup Academy. — mat 


Tt was broken up and never revived, for Mr. Holden, In so doing he took a far wiser course than he | 
‘Dinah and O’Hara secured situations elsewhere and Bings | before, as the boy sobered down quickly, and, alt 
__-was left in possession of the old rookery alone. | ways fun-loving, he became a good business man. Me 
| Headed by Frank and his father, all the boys went down| And thus we must leave him. | ais 
to the railroad depot and there left Glenwood forever. : Ee | 
Mr. Page brought his boy home, and it was not long after- | THE END. | | ‘ 
ward that he received letters of thanks from the fathers of. | oy i ies: 
all the rest of the scholars for what he did. 3 . | we a ie 
He resolved to give Frank employment in his business, in-| Read the next number (13) of “Snaps,” which is en- : 
stead of sending him to any other reformatory school. titled “MULDOON, THE SOLID MAN,” by Tom Teaser. 
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LITTLE APRICOT, | 


SAVEDIN TIME? 


By A WELL UNKNOWN AUTHOR. 

| 
CHAPTER I. _ Evidently she was waiting. 
: . _ And watching? ; ahs 
Be THE SOLDERING OF TWO YOUNG HEARTS. _ Whom for? | ee 
a @Time willtell. : Aes “3 
| It was June. But we will tell before time does. , ae NEE ia 
. Balmy June. Up the alley came a manly form clad in an air of simple : 
f ; The polar bears warbled merrily in the foliage, and the virtue, also a new suit of clothes (only seyen dollars, dam-. s 
i | soft, sweet shriek of the man who was selling hot potatoes | aged on account of fire). 
: upon the corner only tended to render the summery silence He paused beneath the fire-escape. ) , ie 
i more audible. ‘Taking a pair of cymbals from his vest-pocket he beat % 
Nature seemed in all her glory. is: them gently. : , 
i; The fragrance of new-mown onions filled the air, and a “Tittle Apricot !” he softly yelled. | 

gentle heifer (beg pardon, we mean zephyr), served to cool| Eva G. Smith heard the cry. , Rehan ret 

- the icicles which hung in graceful festoons upon the broad} Well she knew from whose lips it issued, aes ® 
second-story fire-escape which graced the front of her “Ludovico !” she whispered. ; : Pap 
father’s lordly mansion, upon which reclined Eva G. Smith.| “Yes.” | Ae ie a | A 


She was just seventeen, and it would be hard to find a} “Is it you?” 
tougher-looking specimen of female beauty than she was. “Hvery bit of me.” 
Her long, silken tresses hung upon the back of the bed,| “Did you bring me my caramels?” | 
and her complexion, always as clear as a mud-puddle after} “I did.” ; let 
4 rain-storm, was rendered additionally charming by an un- “Chuck them up.” ae 
expected look which stretched from car to ear of her oval| “Darling, I have already. To my cost, have I found th 
| } lager beer and caramels do not agree. Yet——? 
Ts Ge ae suddenly interrupted Littl AN 


“if 


cme 


ee 
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‘i f ‘face. . ; 
She leaned over the 


fire-escape. 
$”. r , ‘feo yA oy 
ADA Shea 


gee ge: as 


Presale P. J. Maccaroon entered. 
His was not a form or face calculated to ensnare any 
young girl’s affections. 

He was hump-backed. 


on CHAPTER II. He was gimp-legged. 


He ditn’t have any arms. 

His teeth appeared like decayed grave stones, and his nose 
had been kicked in by a cow in late youth. 

“Miss Smith ?” said he. 


“Sir? ” she answered, in tones as cold as the breeze from 
off an iceberg. 


ei ee SCORNED GOLD. 


, Amoment later Mr. Smith appeared. 
_ He looked suspiciously away from his daughter. 
q “Biya ?” ote he. 
4 “Yes, papa.” 
“What are you doing out here! pe 
: “Blowing my nose,” artlessly answered Little Apricot. 
“Come with me.” 
a Wheres: 
“Bya ?” . 
eg idol 
“Let me confide to you a secret. I am a ruined man.” 
“Ruined ?” eo | | 
es | . | 
“How ?? ca 
“What money I have not invested in the Keely Motor, I 
have nae in the Marine Bank. Eva, I have but two re- 


> aes +, 


\ 


“I have long admired you.” 

“Thanks.” 

“Will you—will you be my wife ?” 

Firm and clear, with the Sora of despair, came the 
frail girl’s answer: . 

“Never fh i 

“What, never ?” 

“No, never !” 

A howl of demoniac rage appeared a0, Mr. P. J. Mac- 
caroon’s countenance. 


“Girl, little you know that you are in my power!” he 
hissed. “I have a warrant upon your father’s linen duster. 
Marry me not and I foreclose !” 

The devilish malignity with which he spoke caused Little 
Apricot to chill with terror. 

But help was at hand. 

The door fell off of its hinges, and, lo! Ludovico entered. 

Mr. P. J. Maccaron shrank back. 

Haughtily Ludovico flung down a quarter. 

“Villain,” he said, “that pays all debts incurred by Mr. 
Smith. Flee!” 

The villain fled. 

He met with an awful fate. 


sources.” 
__ As he spoke he rated her by the arm. Almost brutally 
he dragged her into a far-off room. 


RS 


He pointed to a large package, almost a bale. 


“See, girl,” he cried ; “there is a ton of Paris ee That |. 


se one alternative—suicide! The other is 

“What, pa?” 

“That you wed P. J. Maccaroon.” | 

0 aL ey shudder iced Little Apricot’s burly frame. 

, “Anything but that, pa!” she shrieked. | the are aware 
_ that my affections are pledged to Ludovico J ones.’ 


He went to a dime museum and was eaten up by cannibals, 

After his departure Little Apricot sank into her lover's 
arms. 

“Saved !” she remarked. 

“Yes, pet. 

“But, Luddy ?” 

“What ?” 

“Are you sure that your soul is not crime-dyed ?” 

“What mean you ?” 

“Where did you get that quarter ? diaree did I see you 
have so much money before.” \ 

“Policy—I struck a gig,” he cooed softly. 

Reader, our tale is done, and we are glad of it. 

Little Apricot and Ludovico are unhappily married. They 
keep a pie bakery and have eleven kids. As for old man 
Smith, he fell down a sewer and got eaten up by rats. 


THE:END. — 
ARE Peaks Ree SEL RANE 


«#, “And you are equally aware that my watch 1 is pawned with : 
Simpson,” fiercely said her father. “Here comes Mr. Mac- 
caroon now! Give him a favorable answer, or, girl, heed my 
words! Your curses will fall upon my head.” 

re With these awful words he skipped the apartment. 


CHAPTER III. | 


A HAPPY FINIS. 


Aitite ae nearly swooned. 
Tt he had ih been all dressed up she would have doubt 
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THE HANDSOMEST PUBLISHED! 


LUGK & 


LUCK. 


Contains Att Sorts oF Tales. ~~ 


32 Pages. 


1 Dick Decker, the Brave Young Fireman, 
by Ex Fire Chief Warden 
2 a a Boy Brokers; or, From sacs Boys to Million- 
by a Retired Banker 
3 Little. ac the Pride of the Continental Army. A Story of 
the American Revolution, by General Jas. A. Gordon 
4 Railroad Ralph, the Boy Engineer, by Jas. C. Merritt 
5 The Boy Pilot of Lake Michigan, by Capt. Thos. H. Wilson 
6 Joe Wiley, the Young Temperance Lecturer, by Jno. B. Dowd 
7 The Little Swamp Fox. A Tale of General Marion and His 
Men by General Jas, A. Gordon 
8 Soma Grizzly Adams, the Wild Beast Tamer. A True 
Story of Circus Life, by Hal Standish 
9 North Pole Nat; or, The Secret of the Frozen Deep, 
by Capt. Thos. H. Wilson 
10 Little Deadshot, the Pride of the Trappers, by an Old Scout 
11 Liberty Hose; or, The Pride of pe ecaseur = 
by "Ex Fire Chief Warden 
by Jas. C. Merritt 


12 Engineer Steve, the Prince of the Rail, 
A Story of the Ameri- 


13 Whistling Walt, the Champion Spy. 
can Rev olution, by General Jas, A. Gordon 
14 Lost in the Air; or, Over Land and Sea, by Allyn Draper 
15 The Little Demon; or, Plotting Against the Czar, 
by Howard Austin 
16 Fred Farrell, the Barkeeper's Son, by Jno. B. Dowd 
17 Slippery Stevewthe Cunning Spy of the Revolution, 
A General Jas. A. Gordon 
18 Fred Flame, the Hero of Greystone No. 1 
by Ex Fire Chief Warden 
19 Harry Dare; or, A New York Boy in the N avy: 
by Col. Ralph Fenton 
20 Jack Quick, the Boy Engineer, by Jas. C. Merritt 
21 mag the King Harpooner; or, The Wonder of the 
Wha by Capt. Thos. H. Wilson 
22 Rattling eae the Jolly Scout and Spy. A Story of the 
Revolution, by General Jas, A. Gordon 
23, In the Czar’s Service; or, Dick Sherman in Russia, 
by Howard Austin 
24 Ben o’ the Bow]; or, The Road to Ruin, by Jno. B. Dowd 
2 Kit Carson, the King of the Scouts, by an Old Scout 
26 The School- “Boy Explorers; or, Among the Ruins of Yucatan, 
by Howard Austin 
27 The Wide Awakes; or, Burke capone“ the Pride of the 
Volunteers, by Ex Fire Chief Warden 
28 The Frozen Deep; or, Two Years in the hae, 
by Capt. Thos. H. Wilson 
29 The Swamp Rats; or, The Boys Who Fought For Washing- 
ton by General Jas. A. Gordon 
30 Around the World on Cheek, by Howard Austin 
31 Bushwhacker Ben; or, The Union Boys of Tennessee, 
by Col. Ralph Fenton 
32 The Rival Roads; or, From Engineer to President, 
by Jas. C. Merritt 
33 The esd Volunteers; or, The Boss Fire Company of the 
Tow y Ex Fire Chief Warden 
34 From “Bootblack to Senator; or, Bound ve Make His Way, 
6 2 oa: hed H: al Standish 
35 Ha Jack, the Darin . A Story of the Great el- 
Aad Wee by General Jas, A. Gordon 
36 Bob the Waif. A arid of Life in New Sie by Howard Austin 
37 Two Years ona by Capt. Thos. H. Wilson 
38 Always Ready; or, The Best Engineer on the Road, 
by Jas. C. Merritt 


39 Out With Buffalo Bill; or, Six New York Boys in the Wild 
We 


st, by An Old Scout 
40 The Ghosts of Black Cliff Hall, by Hal Standish 


41 The Island King; or, The Realms of the Sea, by Berton Bertrew 


For Sale by All Newsdealers, or will be Sent to Any Address on Recetpe 


of Price, 5 Cents Per Copy, by 


FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 


24 Union Square, 


KVERY STORY COMPLETE. 


Beautifully Colored Covers. 


PRICE 5 CEN TS. 


42 Rory of the Hills; or, The Outlaws of be ternal ¥ 
orporal Morgan Rattler 
43 Columbia; or, The Young Firemen of Eikndala: 
by Ex Fire Chief Warden 
44 Across the Continent in the Air, by Allyn Draper 
45 The Wolf Hunters of Minnesota, | by ‘aa: C. Merritt 
46 Larry Lee, the Young Lighthouse Keeper, 
by Capt. Thos. H. Wilson 
47 The White World; or, The Slaves of Sibatia, Re Howard Austin 
48 Headlight Tom, the Boy Engineer y Jas. C, Merritt 
49 The White Boy Chief; or, The Terror of the N sath Platte, 
by an Old Scout 
50 The Phantom Fireman; or, The Mystery of Mark Howland’s t 
Life, y Ex Fire Chief Warden 
51 The Magic Mountain. A Story of Hecitine Adventure, 
Dy Howard Austin 
52 The Lost Treasure Ship; or, In Search of a Million in coe 
by Capt. Thos. H. Wilsons 
53 The Red Caps; or, The Fire Boys of Boylston, 
by Ex Fire Chief Warden 
54 A Scout at 16; or, A Boy’s Wild Life on ‘ihe Bees 
by An Old Scout 
55 Ollie, the Office Boy; or, The Struggles of a Poor Waif, 
y Allyn Draper 
56 On Board the School-Ship St. Mary’s; or, The Phisky Fight 
of a Boy Orphan, by "Capt. Thos, H. Wilson 
57 Fighting With Washington; or, The Red egiment a the | 
Revolution, by General Jas. A. Gordon 
58 Dashing Dick, the Young Cadet; or, Four Years at West 
Point, by Howard Austin 
59 Stanley’s Boy Magician; or, Lost in Africa, by Jas. C. Merritt 
60 The Boy Mail Carrier; or, Government Service ve Minnesota, 
y An Old Scout, 
61 Roddy, the Call Boy; or, Born to Be an Actor, be Gus Williams 
62 A Fireman at Sixteen; or, Through Flame and Smoke, __. 
by Ex Fire Chief Warden 


63 Lost at the South Pole; or, The Kingdom of Ice, 
by Capt. "Thos. H. Wilson, { 
64 A Poor Irish Boy; or, Fighting His Own Way, er 


by Corp. Morgan Rattler 
65 Monte Cristo, Jr.; or, The Diamonds of the Borgias, 
by Howard Austin 
66 Robinson Crusoe, Jr., by Jas. C. Merritt 
67 Jack Jordan of New York; or, A Nervy Young American, s 
by Howard Austin 


68 The i eae House Boys; or, The Young Pioneer Me pe Great - 
Lake by An Old Scout 
69 From ees 3 Fa to Broker; or, The Luck of ty Wall Street 
Boy y A Retired Broker*) 
70 Highteen Diamond Eyes; or, The N ine-Headed Idol of Cey- 
by Berton 
71 Phil, athe Boy Fireman; or, Through es to Victory, 
y Ex Fire Chief Warden 
72 The Boy Silver King; or, The Mystery H Teo Lives, 
by Allyn Draper 
73 The Floating School; or, Dr. Bircham’s Bad Ee ‘Academy, 
Howard Austing 
74 Frank Fair in Congress; or, A Boy Among Our petty ok tik 
Hal Standish 
by a etired Broker 
py Allyn Draper, 


ertrew 


75 Dunning & Co., the Boy Brokers, 
76 The Rocket; or, Adventures in the Air, 
77 The First Glass; or, The Woes of Mean y Jno B. Dow 
78 Will, the Whaler, by Capt. Thos. H, Wilson , 
79 The Demon of the Desert, Jas, C. Merritt 
80 Captain Lucifer; or, The Secret of the Slave hi 
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New York. a 


CHUMS” 


A WEEKLY STORY OF THE ADVENTURES OF 
TWO BOYS AND A GIRL. 


Read about Ben Bright! 
Read about Tom True! 
Read about Dorothy Dare! 


| send us a letter or postal card giving us your opinion, and we 
* will answer you in 


THREE CHUMS. — 


32 Pages. Large Type. Colored Covers. Price 5 cents. 


-1 


“YOU WILL FIND IT AT YOUR NEWSDEALER’S. 


4 


nd o 
As the title of the publication indicates, these stories are written 


* about two boys and a girl who are by force of circumstances thrown 
together and agree that they will be ‘THREE CHUMS” through 
* thick and thin, and will stand by their motto, “ALL FOR ONE AND 
ONE FOR ALL,” at all times and places. Mr. Harry Moore, the 
author, isa new contributor, and we can safely guarantee that his 
» stories will be the most interesting and up-to-date of any published. 


1 Three Chums at School; or, All for One and One for All.y 5 Three Chums Aroused; or, Squaring Accounts with Sea- 
oe 2 Three Chums’ Return; or, Back at School. bright. ; 
3 Three Chums at Football; or, Hot Times on the “Grid-| 6 Three Chums’ Triumph; or, Winning the Championship. 
iron.” | 7 Three Chums Accused; or, The Burning of Raymond 
4 Three Chums Defeated; or, Ben Bright’s Unlucky <Acci- - Academy. 
dent. 8 Three Chums at Work; or, Getting Ready for the Road. 


For sale by all newsdealers or sent postpaid on receipt of price, 5 cents per copy, by 


EFRANE TOUSEY, Publisher, 
. 24 UNION SOUARE, _ NEW YORK. 


A i t 
it TARA ONG 
i ‘} ‘ 


Hs Audis ta bad hole PUMA Sen ay, 


win, hitger ae ” 


WORK AND WI 


An Interesting Weekly for Young America, 


d2 PAGES. COLORED COVERS. 


PRICE O CENTS. 


Every number will contain a well written story, detailing the interesting, startling and 


humorous adventures of FRED FEARNOT, a bright, honest, independent sort of c 


has made up his mind to make his own way through life, and in doing so see everything to be 


seen, do all the good that can be done, and have all the fun possible. 


ISSUED EVERY FRIDAY. 


in these stories that can give offense to the most refined minds, and we feel assured that the old 
as well as young will find both pleasure and profit in following the harmless adventures of this 


bright young man who always tries to do right, at the same time using every effort to keep on * 


top. 


READ ONE AND YOU WILL READ THEM ALL. 


1 Fred Fearnot; or, Schooldays at Avon, 
2 Fred Fearnot, Detective; or, Balking a Desperate Game, 
3 Fred Fearnot’s Daring Rescue; or, A Hero in Spite of Himself. 
4 Fred Fearnot’s Narrow Escape; or, The Plot that Failed, 
5 Fred Fearnot at Avon Again; or, His Second Term at School. 
6 Fred Fearnot’s Pluck; or, His Race to Save a Life. 
7 Fred Fearnot as an Actor; or, Fame Before the Footlights, 
8 Fred Fearnot at Sea; or, A Chase Across the Ocean. 
9 Fred Fearnot Out West; or, Adventures With the Cowboys, 
10 ige-a Fe agian Great Peril; or, Running Down the Counter- 
eiters. 
il pear Fearnot’s Double Victory; or, Killing Two Birds With One 
one, 


12 Fred Fearnot’s 
Million. 


13 Fred Fearnot’s Great Run; or, An Engineer For a Week. 

14 ag Fearnot’s Twenty Rounds; or, His Fight to Save His 
onor. 

15 Fred Fearnot’s Engine Company; or, Brave Work as a Fireman. 

16 Fred Fearnot’s Good Work; or, Helping a Friend in Need. 

17 Fred Fearnot at College; or, Work and Fun at Yale. 

18 Fred Fearnot’s Luck; or, Fighting an Unseen Foe. 

19 Fred Fearnot’s Defeat; or, A Fight Against Great Odds. 

20 Fred Fearnot’s Own Show; or, On the Road With a Combination, 

21 Fred Feernot in Chicago; or, The Abduction of Evelyn. 

22, Fred Fearnot’s Grit; or, Running Down a Desperate Thief, 

23 Fred Fearnot’s Camp; or, Hunting For Big Game, 

24 Fred Fearnot’s B. B. Club; or, The Nine that Was Never Beaten. 

25 Fred Fearnot in Philadelphia; or, Solving the Schuylkill Mys- 


tery. 
2% Fred Fearnot’s Famous Stroke; or, The Winning Crew of Avon, 


27 Fred Fearnot’s Double; or, Unmasking a Dangerous Rival. 
28 Fred Fearnot in Boston; or, Downing the Bully of Back Bay. 
29 Fred Fearnot’s Home Run; or, The Second Tour of His Nine, 


Game Finish; or, His Bicycle Race to Savea 


For sale by all newsdealers or sent postpaid on receipt of price, 5 cents per copy, by re 
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30 Fred Fearnot’s Side Show; or, On the Road Witha Circus, ‘ 
31 Fred Fearnot in London; or, Terry Olcott in Danger. 

32 Fred Fearnot in Paris; or, Evelyn and the Frenchman, 

33 Fred Fearnot’s Double Duel; or, Bound to Show His Nerve. 
34 Fred Fearnot in Cuba; or, Helping ‘“‘ Uncle Sam.” 

35 Fred Fearnot’s Danger; or, Three Against One. 

36 Fred Fearnot’s Pledge; or, Loyal to His Friends, \ 
37 Fred Fearnot’s Flyers; or, The Bicycle League of Avon. “ed 
38 Fred Fearnot’s Flying Trip; or, Around the World On Record § ~~ 


Time. 
39 vee Fearnot’s Frolics; or, Having Fun With Friends and 
oes. 
40 Fred Fearnot’s Triumph ; or, Winning His Case in Court. & 


41 Fred Fearnot’s Close Call; or, Punishing a Treacherous Foe, 
42 Fred Fearnot’s Big Bluff; or, Working for a Good Cause. 

43 Fred Fearnot’s Ranche; or, Roughing it in Colorado, 

44 Fred Fearnot’s Speculation; or, Outwitt.ng the Land Sharks, 
45 Fred Fearnot in the Clouds; or, Evelyn’s Narrow Escape. 


46 Fred Fearnot At Yale Again; or, Teachi h 
New Tricks, aannnll eaching the College Boys 


47 Fred Fearnot’s Mettle; or, Hot Work Against Enemies, 

48 Fred Fearnot in Wall Street; or, Making and Losing a Million. 

49 Fred Fearnot’s Desperate Ride; or, A Dash to Save Evelyn. 

50 Fred Fearnot’s Great Mystery; or, How Terry Proved His aii 
age. 

51 Fred Fearnot’s Betrayal; or, The Mean Work of a False Helena) 

52 Fred Fearnot in the Klondike; or, Working the ‘“‘ Dark Horse” 
Claim, 


53 Fred Fearnot’s Skate For Life; or, Winning the ‘Ice Flyers’ i 
Pennant, 


54 Fred Fearnot’s Rival; or, Betrayed by a Female Enemy, 
55 Fred Fearnot’s Defiance; or, His Great Fight at Dedham Lake. 
56 Fred Fearnot’s Big Contract; or, Running a County Fair. 
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ECRET SERVICE. 


OLD AND YOUNS KING BRADY, DETECTIVES, 


Who has not heard of “Old King Brady,” the celebrated detective, who has unrav- 


eled more mysteries than any sleuth ever heard of. 


In the series of stories to be pub- 


lished in SECRET SERVICE, he will be assisted by a young man known as “ Young 

King Brady,” whose only aim in:life is to excel “Old King Brady” in working up 
dangerous cases and running the criminals to earth. How well he does so will be 
fully explained in the following stories published in 


( 


SECRET SERVICE. 


: PRICE 5 CENTS. 32 PACES. 


Colored Covers. Issued Weekly. 


The Black Band; or, The Two King Bradys Against a 
Hard Gang. An Interesting Detective Story. 

Told by the Ticker; or, The Two King Bradys on a Wall 
Street Case. 


The Bradys After a Million; or, Their Chase to Save an 
Heiress. 

The Bradys’ Great Bluff; or, A Bunco Game that Failed 
to Work. 

In and Out; or, The Two King Bradys on a Lively Chase. 

The Bradys’ Hard Fight; or, After the Pullman Car 
Crooks. 

Case Number Ten;. or, The Bradys and the. Private Asy- 
lum Fraud. 

The Bradys’ Silent Search; or, Tracking the Deaf and 
Dumb Gang. 

The Maniac Doctor; or, Old and Young King Brady in 
Peril. 

Held at Bay; or, The Bradys on a Baffling Case. 

Miss Mystery, the Girl from Chicago; or, Old and Young 
King Brady on a Dark Trail. 

The Bradys’ Deep Game; or, Chasing the Society Crooks. 

Hop Lee, the Chinese Slave Dealer; or, Old and Young 
King Brady and the Opium Fiends. 

The Bradys in the Dark; or, The Hardest Case of All. 

The Queen of Diamonds; or, The Two King Bradys’ Treas- 
ure Case. 

The Bradys on Top; or, The Great River Mystery. 

The Missing Engineer; or, Old and Young King Brady and 
The Lightning Express. 

The Bradys’ Fight For a Life; or, A Mystery Hard to 
Solve. 

The Bradys’ Best Case; or, Tracking the River Pirates. 

The Foot in the Frog; or, Old and Young King Brady and 
the Mystery of the Owl Train. 


The Bradys’ Hard Luck; or, Working Against Odds. 

The Bradys Baffled; or, In Search of the Green Goods Men. 

The Opium King; or, The Brady’s Great Chinatown Case. 

The Bradys in Wall Street; or, A Plot to Steal a Million. 

The Girl From Boston; or, Old and Young King Brady on 
a Peculiar Case. 

The Bradys and the Shoplifters; or, Hard Work on a Dry 
Goods Case. 

Zig Zag the Clown; or, The Bradys’ Great Circus Trail. 

The Bradys Out West; or, Winning a Hard Case. 

After the Kidnappers; or, The Bradys on a False Clue. 

Old and Young King Bradys’ Battle; or, Bound to Win 

Their Case. 

The Bradys’ Race Track Job; or, Crooked Work Among 
Jockeys. 

Found in the Bay; or, The Bradys on a Great Murder 
Mystery. 

The Bradys in Chicago; or, Solving the Mystery of the 
Lake Front. 

ee Bradys’ Great Mistake; or, Shadowing the Wrong 

an. \ 

The Bradys and the Mail Mystery; or, Working for the 
Government. 

ae Bradys Down South; or, The Great Plantation Mys- 
ery. 

The House in the Swamp; or, the Bradys’ Keenest Work. 

The Knock-out-Drops Gang; or, the Bradys’ Risky Venture. 

The Bradys’ Close Shave; or, Into the Jaws’of Death. 

The Bradys’ Star Case; or, Working for Love and Glory. 

one sani in ane eee A Three Thousand Mile Hunt: 
e Bradys an e Express Thieves; or, i 
Package Marked “Paid.” eos 

The Bradys’ Hot Chase; or, After the Horse Stealers. 


ie ated Great Wager; or, The Queen of Little Monte 
arlo. 
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«There’s your man,” said Young King Brady to the officers as the villain made a mo t kas aint 
window. “Not so fast,” said Old King Brady as he apyeared at the mal bes ih i © OP 
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THE STAGE. 


ontaiming a great variety of the latest Jokes used by th 
NOUS € men. No amateur mi ‘els is ¢ Withaut 
mis Bie. Mile Bock, minstrels is complete without 
No. 42. DHE BOYS OF NEW YORK STUMP SPEAKER.— 
Containing a varied assortment. of stump speeches, Negro, Dutch 

Just the thing for home amuse- 


; find Ivish. Also end men’s jokes. 
No. 46., TOK BOYS OF NEW YORK 


ment and. amateur ‘shows. 


MINSTREL GUIDE’ 


AND JOKE BOOIK.—-Something new and very instructive. . Eyery 
hoy should obtain this book, as it contains full instructions 


she fj f r an 
wanizing aw amateur minstre] troupe. : =e 
e No. Gh MULDOON S' JOKES.—'This is one 
Hoke books ever published, and it is brimful of 


of the most original 


109 by Abd, } wit and humor. — It 
contains a large collection of. songs, Jokes, conundrums, ete.. of 


errence Mitidoon, the great wit, humorist, and practical joker of 
the day... Every boy. who can enjoy a good substantial joke should 


gbtain a copy immediately: 
B No, 92. AOW LO BECOME. AN ACTOR.—Containing com- 
plete Instructions how to make'up for various characters on the 


stage ; together with the duti¢s of the Stage Manager; Prompter, 


FScenle Artist and Property Man. By a'prominent Stage Manager. 


. (3 HOUSEKEEPING. ; | 
Non LO TONY TO KEEP A WINDOW GARDEN.—Containing 
full instructions for constructing a window garden either in town 
or country, and the most approved methods for raising beautiful 
Mowers at home. ‘he most complete book of the kind ever pub- 


ished. ere cea. oe 

F No. 80, HOW TO. COOK,—One of the most. instructive books 
fon cooking ever published. It contains recipes. for cooking meats, 
Mish, game, and oysters; also pies, puddings, cakes and all kinds of 
posta a grand collection of recipes by one of our most popular 
OOS arehinnet ath 

1 No. Ba HEEOW TO. KEEP HOUSH.—It contains information for 
everybody, boys, gitls, men’ and women: it will teach you. how ‘to 
make almost anything around the house, such as parlor ornaments, 
brackets, cements, Aeolian harps, and bird lime for catching birds. 


Pos ELECTRIC/ -. 
Noe BeOW > LO MAK ANID USE ELECTRICIPY:—A de- 
escription- of the wonderful uses of electricity and electro magnetism ; 
ptogethtr with full instructions for making Hlectric Toys, Batteries, 
betc. ‘By George Trebel, A. M., M. D. Containing over. fifty ‘il- 
Hustrations, 
r NovOt HOW FO MAKE ELECTRICAL MACHINES—Con- 
taining full directions for making electrical machines,. induction 
coils, dymamos, and many novel toys to. be worked by electricity. 
By Rvp Ay Re Bennett. Fully illustrated: 

No. Ge FLOW: TO DO RLECTRICAL TRICKS.—Containing a 
large collection. of instructive and highly amusing electrical tricks, 
together with illustrations. By A. Anderson. 


GENE ENTERTAINMENT. 
+ Noo BOW TO BECOME A. VENTRILOQUIST:;—By Harry 
Uxennedy,  Mhe secret given away. Every intelligent boy reading 
this beok of instructions, by a practical professor (delighting multi- 
tudes every night with his wonderful imitations), can master the 
fart, and create any amount of fun for himself and friends. It is the 
greatest book ever published, and there’s millions (of fun) \in it. 
Po Nees OW LO ENTERTAIN. AN EVENING. PARTY_~A 
yery Valuable little book just: published. A complete compendium 
of Sames, sports, card diversions, comic recreations, ete., suitable 
‘tor parlor or drawing-room entertainment. It contains more for the 
money than any book published. 
Noga HOW. TO PLAY GAMES.—A complete and useful little 
book, containing the rules and regulations of billiards, bagatelle, 
/backgaminon, croquet, dominoes, ete. oe 
NO. 36. HOW TO SOLVE CONUNDRUMS.—Containing all 
‘the leading conundrums of the day, amusing riddles, curious catches 
and witty. sayi £s. : 4 
None Tow TO PLAY CARDS.—-A complete and handy little 
book; giving the rules and full directions for playing Euchre, Orib- 
bage, "Casino, Worty-FKive, Rounce, Pedro Sancho, Draw_ Poker, 


t 


Auction Pitch. All Fours, and many other popular games,of cards. 
Now66. HOW TO DO PUZZLES—Containing over three hun- 


‘dred 


interesting puzzles and conundrums, with key. to same. A 
| complete book. 


Fully illustrated. . By A. Anderson. 


ae ETIQUETTE.. 

Nos; HOW TO DO IT; OR, BOOK OF ETIQUETTIR,—It 
is @ sreat life secret, and one that every young man desires to know 
ubabout.:Diere’s happiness in it. hee y 

Noose dow ‘TO. BHEHAVH.—Containing the rules. ‘and 
etiquette of good society and the easiest and most approved methods 
Of Appearing to good advantage at parties, balls, the theatre, church, 


and in the drawing-room. 


as DECLAMATION, 
T-HOW TO RECITE AND BOOK OF eA cia ait hn 
hing the most popular selections in use, comprising: Dutch 
1" Soh aiplacts Yankee and Irish dialect pieces, together 
fandard readings. 


HOW. TO BECOME A SPEAKER,.-—Containing: four- 


EN CENT HAND BOOKS.—Continued from p 
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No. 3. HOW TO FLIRT.—TPhe arts and 


interesting to everybody, both old and young. You cannot be happy 
without one. eb ae 

No. 4. HOW TO DANCE ig the title of a new and handsome 
little book just issued by Frank 'Tousey. It contains full instrue- 
tions in the art of dancing, etiquette in the ball-room and at parties, 


how to dress, and full directions for calling off in all popular square.’ 


dances. i 

No. 5. HOW TO MAKE LOVE.—A completé guide to love, 
courtship and marriage, giving sensible advice. rules and etiquette 
to be observed, with. many curious and interesting things.n6ét gen- 
erally known. 

No. 17. HOW TO 
art of dressing and appearing well at home and abroad, giving the 
selections of colors, material, and how to have them made up. 

No. 18: HOW. TO’. BECOME BEAUTIFUL.—One ~ ofthe 
brightest and most valuable little books ever given to the world. 
Everybody wishes to know how to became beautiful, both male: and 
female. (The secret is simple, and almost costless. Read this book 
and be convinced how to become beautiful. 


. BIRDS AND ANIMALS. 
No. 7, HOW TO KEEP BIRDS.—Handsomely illustrated, and 


containing full instructions for the management and training of the 


canary, mocking-bird, bobolink, blackbird, paroquet, parrot, ete. 

No. 39, HOW TO RAISE DOGS, POULTRY, PIGEONS AND 
RABBITS,—A useful and instructive book. THWandsomely illustrat- 
ed. By Ira Drotraw. 


No. 40. HOW TO MAKE AND SET TRAPS.—Including hints: 


on how to catch. moles, weasels. otter, rats, squirrels and birds. 
Also howto cure skins. Copiously illustrated. By. J. Harrington 
IKeene. 

No. 00. HOW (‘TO STUFF . BIRDS. AND. ANIMALS.—A 
valuable book, giving instructions'in collecting, preparing, mounting 
and preserving birds, animals and insects. 


No. 04, HOW TO KEEP AND MANAGE PETS.—Giving com- 


plete information as to the manner and method of raising. keeping, 
taming, breeding, and managing all kinds of pets; .also giving full 
instructions for making cages, etc.. Fully explained by twenty-eight 
illustrations, making it the most complete book of the kind ever 


published. 
MISCELLANEOUS. 
No. 8 HOW TO BECOME A SCIENTIST.—A useful and in- 


structive book, giving a complete. treatise on chemistry; also ex- + 


periments in acoustics, mechanics, mathematics, chemistry, and di- 
rections for making fireworks, colored fires, and gas balloons. ‘Thig 
book cannot be equaled. . 

No. 14. HOW VO MAKE CANDY.—A complete hand-book fer 
making all kinds of candy, ice-cream, syrups, essences. etc., ete. 

No. 15. HOW TO BECOME RICH.—Phis wonderful book pre- 


sents you with the example and life experience of some of the most” 


noted and wealthy men in the world, including the self-made men 
of our country. The book is edited by one of the most successful 
men of the present age, whose own example is in itself guide enough 
for those who aspire to fame and money. The book will give you 
the secret. 

No. 19. FRANK TOUSEY’S UNITED STATES DISTANCH 
TABLES; POCKET COMPANION: AND GUIDE. Giving the 


official distances on all. the railroads of the United States and 
Also. table of distances by water to foreign ports, hack — 


yanada. 
fares in the principal cities, reports of the census, etc., ete., making 
it one of the most complete and handy books published. 

No. 38. ‘HOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN DOCTOR—aA won- 
derful. book, containing useful and practical information in the 
treatment of ordinary diseases and ailments common to every 
family. -Abounding in useful and effective recipes for general com- 
plaints. 

No: 41.:THE BOYS OF NEW YORK END MEN’S JOKE 
BOOK.—Containing a great variety of the latest jokes used by the 
most. famous end men. No amateur minstrels is complete without 
this wonderful little book. 

No. 55. HOW TO COLLECT STAMPS AND COINS.—Gon- 
taining valuable information regarding the collecting and arranging 
of stamps and coins. Handsomely illustrated. 

No. 58) HOW TO BE A DETECTIVE.—By Old King Brady, 
the world-known detective. In which he lays down some valuable 
and sensible rules for beginners. and also relates some adventures 
and experiences of well-known detectives. 


No. 60. HOW TO’ BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER:—Contain- 


ing useful information regarding the Camera and how to work it's 


also how to make Photographic Magic Lantern. Slides and’ other: 


Transparencies. Handsomely illustrated. 


By Captain W. De W. 
Abney. 


No. 62. HOWTO BRCOME A WEST POINT MILITARY 


CADET.—Containing ‘full explanations howto gain Admittance, 
course of, Study... Examinations, Duties, Staff of Officers, Post 


ruard, Police Regulations, Fire Department, and-all a boy shoulds|- 
Lu Senarena, 


know. to be a> Cadet. Compiled and. written »by 
Author of “How to. Become as Naval Cadet.” 


No. 63; HOW: TO-BECOMEP A NAVAL CADET.~-Complete ine 


structions. of how to «gain admission 


vy. 


g 
‘ 


DRESS.—Containing full instruction in the’ 


wiles of flirtation are == 
fully explained by this little book. Besides the various methods of 
handkerchief, fan, glove, parasol, window and hat flirtation, it con * 
tains a full list of the language and sentiment of flowers, which is 
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A LAUGH IN EVERY CHAPTER! 
(THIS is THE LATEST: 
x“SNAPS’« 
A COMIC WEEKLY OF COMMG STORIES BY COMIC AUTHORS, 


The Only Library of Funny Stories Published 
in the World. 
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“SNAPS” will be issued weekly and will contain the cream of 
humorous stories, written by such well known writers of Comic 
Stories as 


PETER PAD, TOM TEASER, SAM SMILEY, and Others. 
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Every pumber will consist of 32 LARGE PAGES, printed in 
clear, bold type, and will be inclosed in a handsome illuminated 
cover. 


Each story will be complete in itself, and will be filled with“. 
funny incidents and situations from beginning to end. | 

If you enjoy a good laugh you should certainly place your or- 
der with your newsdealer for a copy of “SNAPS” every week. 


Tommy Bounce, the Family Mischief, by Peter ae 7 Skinny, the Tin Peddler, by Tom Teaser 
2 Tommy Bounce At School; or, The Family Mischief At 8 Skinny on the Road; or, Working for Fun and Trade, 
Work and Play, by Peter Pad | by Tom Teaser 
Two Dandies of New York; or, The Funny Side of 9 Tom, Dick and Dave; or, Schooldays in New York, 
Everything, by Tom Teaser | by Peter Pad 
Shorty; or, Kicked Into Good Luck, by Peter Pad | 10 Mulligan’s Boy, by Tom Teaser 4 
Shorty on the Stage; or, Having all Sorts of Luck, 11 Little Mike Mulligan; or, The Troubles of Two Runa- 
by Peter Pad ways, by Tom Teaser 
Cheeky Jim, the Boy From Chicago; or, Nothing Too 12 Touchemup Academy; or, Boys Who Would Be Boys, 
Good for Him, by Sam Smiley | 


by Sam Smiley 
“SNAPS” is for sale by all newsdealers or will be sent to any address on receipt of 


price, 5 cents per copy, in money or postage stamps. Address 


FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 


24 Union Square, | New York. 


